

"Shirtmaker to the Stars" 

Presents a ’ SPECIAL OFFER” to the Readers of — 


LEW MAGRAM DESIGNED THESE COLLAR STYLES - AND MANY MORE! 


THE MOST 

comfortable collar in 
the world. The secret 
is our famous 
low vanishing 
neckband — so 
comfortable that 
you feel 
\ absolutely nothing 
around the 
neck. British 
2x2 hi-lustre 
broadcloth. 
French cuffs. 
Pleated Docket 
White or TV Blue- 
15 to 20 neck; 
30 to 36 sleeve. 

$10.95 


CURTIS 


MARTINO 

TONIGHT 

BENNETT 
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DINO ' 

lew magram's custom designed collar with a 
fresh styling approach. High 2" drop button-down 
that always "sits” on the neck perfectly. Trim 
tapered body of imported broadcloth French 
cuffs. W.hite or TV Blue. 14 to 17 neck. 31 to 
36 sleeve. $8.95 


CURTIS 

Hi-flare button-down 
collar with extremely 
high drop 'full 2 1 j" 
back' and 3 3 i” long 
points Designed for 
a TV oersonality 
. . . now the 
preferred shirt < 

among the > 

stars. Imported 
broadcloth, 
form-fit body, / 

White or TV / 
Blue. 14 to 
17 neck. 32 / 

to 36 sleeve. I ' 

$8-95 » / 

MARTINO \ # 

same style \ 

without 

button-down. 

$8.95 


BLACK MAGIC 

Featuring the TONIGHT collar. Fabulous Schiffli 
lace over black . . . new dimensional forma 

wear Lace trimmed French cuffs. 9 black pearl 
buttons. 14V '2 to 17 neck; 31 to 36 sleeve. $16.95 
Lace hank to match, $2.00 


THE LARGEST SELECTION OF UNUSUAL 
CUFF LINKS IN THE WORLD - 
GREAT GIFT ITEMS. 


/^distinctive business s h i r t w iL h ,cm eacT \ 0 °I 

is 

White. TV Blue or Yellow. 14 to 17 nee*. Ji ‘ 
36 sleeve. * 




FAMOUS ”MR. SHIRTMAKER - 

CUFF LINKS 

WITH EVERY SHIRT ORDER! 
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S IGNATURE - — 

COLLAR SLEEVE] MONO 
5I2E LENGTH GRAM 


lew mag ram 

23 w. 47th St Now York N Y, 10036 
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Receive this famous 
14.volume Law library 
with your training 


W HATEVER your present position, whatever your pre¬ 
vious schooling, you can multiply vour opportunities 
for rapid promotion, big income and prestige through 
LaSalle Law Training at home. 

A knowledge of Law is regarded today as indispensable 
in every business activity. The greatly increased role of 
government in business, the many new problems of Law 
involving taxes, insurance, contracts, liability, employ¬ 
ment—and much more-—all require the legally-trained 
executive who can make day-to-day decisions effectively. 
That is why leading corporations seek out such men for 
key positions and reward them with top salaries. 

Study in your spare time 

Men and women in accounting, hanking, sales, credit, real 
estate, traffic, insurance, government and the armed 
services have profited from LaSalle law training. 


You can master Law easily and enjovably in your own 
home under the supervision of LaSalle s distinguished 
faculty of lawyer-instructors. You work with actual legal 
cases, acquiring real experience. Upon'completion of your 
training, you are awarded a Bachelor of Laws degree if 
qualified. The famed LaSalle law library of 14 volumes 
is given to you as part of your course. 

The cost is remarkably low 

For more than half a century LaSalle has been an 
acknowledged leader in business training, with more than 
1.000,000 students. Why he stalled in a dead-end job when 
a knowledge of Law will make you worth so much more 
money? Send for the free booklet “Law' Training for 
Leadership’ and see how LaSalle can help you move up 
rapidly in your career. The cost is low. Mail coupon to 
LaSalie. 417 South Dearborn Street. Chicago 5, Illinois. 


LAW 

I IM I Nl Mi loll 
I t UU II s II I I* 


This valuable booklet 

to men who want 
to get ahead 

It describes in detail 
today’s oppor tun i t ie-> 
for the law-trained 
man and contains the 
full story of the La¬ 
Salle home study pro¬ 
gram. For free copy, 
send the coupon today. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

A Correspondence Institution 

417 S. Dearborn, Dept. 57-046 , Chicago, Illinois 60605 

Please mail me. free of cost or obligation, your 
illustrated booklet “Law Training for Leadership.” 

Name.Age. 

Address.Countv. 


City & Zone.State. 

Working 

Occupation.Hours AM.P.M. 
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THE BOOM THAT HAD TO 
COME IS NOW ON IN 
NEVADA. Ground floor 
buyers are reaping for¬ 
tunes from small initial 
investments. A factual ex¬ 
ample of skyrocketing 
values is Las Vegas. Ne 
vada. Land in Las Vegas 
that originally sold for $200.00 an acre now 
sells for $20,000.00 an acre, a profit of 
1000%! Buyers who took advantage of low 
opening prices have become wealthy. The 
ground floor opportunity of Las Vegas is 8®*l e • 
BUT ANOTHER AREA OF PROPEROUS NEVADA 
IS BEING RELEASED FOR PUBLIC SALE! 

This area has such a tremendous growth 
potential, such a fantastic unlimited future, 
that wise investors have purchased large 
acreage. Bing Crosby's ranch was one of the 
largest ranches in the county. James Stewart 
is Honorary Sheriff. Yes. the smart experi¬ 
enced investors have sensed the future and 
are buying MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS in 
Elko County. Nevada 

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the factors 
needed to boom . to prosper ... to skyrocket 
its land values Ideally located in the prosper¬ 
ing Elko Valley, The Ranchos have the back¬ 
drop of the statuesque Ruby Mountains. The 
sparkling Humboldt River, actually flows 
through the property and is a valuable asset 
of the Ranchos Every Rancho fronts on a 
graded road. The City of Elko, with its long 
established schools, churches and medical facil- 
.ties is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS friendly 
neighbor 


MEADOW VALLEY 

RANCHOSNEVADA 

FISHING: A ftsherman’s paradise. Huge 
Rainbows. Brook Trout and German Browns 
abound in Alpine-like lakes and streams. 
GOLF: Enjoy leisurely golfing, with never 
a rush for starting times, at the city owned 
Ruby View Golf Course. This beautiful golf 
course is only minutes from the property. 
LAKE OSINO: No charge to Rancho owners 
for full privileges at nearby Lake Osino. Fish. 
Picnic. Relax at this private recreation area. 
HUNTING: You will find the hunting of 
your life. Big game Mule Deer are abundant. 
Duck, Quail and Chukar sre plentiful. 

YOUR PROFITABLE TOMORROW - 

YES. wise investors are now buy-ng in MEADOW 
VALLEY RANCHOS, but America's largest corpo'a- 
t.ons. who bu.' -n ao. jn .f of population explosion 
are also investing throughout Nevada. U S COM¬ 
MERCE BUREAU FACT Per capita income in 
Nevada is highest of all 50 states 

tax relief — No State Income, Gift or 
Inheritance Tax. The low Real Property Tax is 
actually limited by the State Constitution. 

WHAT ARE THE TOTAL COSTS? 

The full price of the title to your 1 % acre 
Rancho is only $495. Total payment schedule 
is $1 down, and $10 per month. No interest, 
no carrying charges. John D. Rockefeller 
said “The big fortunes of the future will be 
made in Real Estate." You are not required 
to do anything to your land. Live or vacation 
on it or watch its value grow, then sell all or 
part of it for a profit. Your profitable tomor¬ 
row is here today in MEADOW VALLEY 
RANCHOS. 



Send sj depo-.f r 0 r 
h Rancho dewed \o ... 

*“ D0VV valley ranchos 

jtockmen Bldg . Elko Nevada 


NOWS DON’T MISS THIS OUTSTANDING O PPORTUNITY 




MAIL COUPON TODAY 


MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS 

3920 STOCKMEN BLDG.. ELKO, NEVADA 89801 

i mcmthla/ v/a i i r y RANCHOS for m p — ^ 4 9 S for each 1 4 acre parce 

yes'—Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANOMUi o - - purchase contract and map 

-• 1 — 

within 30 days I enclose ?! deposit tor each a< - R « nch0 des,reo - 


‘ size' 


PER 

acres 

DOWN 

MO. 

1 '• 4 

$1 

<10 

2 V; 

? | 

15 

3 -«.J 

1 3 

20 

5 

L-±_. 

L__ 2 _ 5 _ 


Address- 
City:- 


Indicate No of Ranchos 


_Zone_State:. 

_-Total enclosed S- 


T Ik- Tow e r Suite*, 48 F loors above 
the ci tv in the Time <8: Life build¬ 
ing reflects the* mood of a contem¬ 
porary New York penthouse, with 
the comfort and elegance of a pri- 
\ ate home. The coc ktail lounge, done 
in soft browns and black and fac¬ 
ing north, offers a stunning view of 
Central Park. The dining room is 
softlv lit. with mirrored panels be¬ 
tween tall windows reflecting wild 
views of the city from all angles 
with long shots of the other bor¬ 
oughs and New Jersey beyond. 

Touches of at-home elegance are 
provided by a maid and butler, 
wearing the traditional uniforms, 
assigned to each tabic*. Dinner be¬ 
gins with a selection of offerings 
from the Hors d oeuvres cart which 
mav include mousse of chicken liver 
mimosa, pate of game with lingon- 
berry sauce and baked clams. Then 
there is a choice of clear or cream 
soups — perhaps Consomme Celes- 
tine or Cream of Green Wheat. The 
next course is a releve of fish, which 
might include quennele of sole, sauce 
Nantua or ramekin of crabmeat. Im- 
periale. Next follows the intermez¬ 
zo/' a light sherbet such as minted 
lime* or passion fruit. Then on to 
the entree—perhaps w hole roast sir¬ 
loin of beef Bordelaise, smoked loin 
of pork with Sauce Benedictine, or 
D tick ling Bigcrade. With the entree 
there is a choice of vegetables - string 
beans echelotte. fondant potatoes, or 
boston and romaine lettuce salad, to 
name a few. For dessert, there is a 
varietv of sweets and cheeses. The 
Tower Suite is famed for its unusual 
mousses and bombes: one of the 
most popular is the Sugarbush 
Bombe. made with hazelnuts. I hen 
there are raspberry mousses with 
Melba sauce, macedoine of fruit with 
kirschw asser. and tiny pastries. 

For Sundav Brunch, things begin 
w ith juices and fresh brioche and 
croissant served with a varietv of 
jams, preserves and orange blossom 
honev. Next is a selection from the 
fresh fruits and seafoods cart, fol¬ 
lowed bv a choice of clear or cream 
soup. Then a choice of main courses 
perhaps a spiced crabmeat cake w ith 
ginger sauce, creamed chicken a la 
Rite of finnan haddie, or one of a 
(continued on page 6. 
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Just about two years ago now, the 
joke was that Barry Goldwater would 
rather be Right than President. The 
defeated Republican candidate still 
is Right (as in Right wing) but time 
seems to have shown that he was 
right (as in right and wrong) about 
the awful mess in Vietnam. Many of 
the measures he advocated as a way 
of defeating or at least discouraging 
the Viet Cong and the master minds 
in Hanoi and Peking are now fairly 
standard military procedure. It would 
seem, then, that honesty is seldom 
the best policy in politics. 

Even now, one does not have to 
agree with any of Goldwater's dom¬ 
estic policies in order to admit that 
perhaps he was right about most as¬ 
pects of the war in Vietnam. If one 
concedes that Goldwater was not as 
casual about the use of nuclear weap- 
ous as he seemed to be in the mon¬ 
ths leading up to the Republican Con¬ 
vention in San Francisco, in July 
of 1964, it would certainly appear 
that the only realistic difference be¬ 
tween Johnson's and Goldwater's 
attitude toward the Vietnam situat¬ 
ion lies in the fact that President 
Johnson is a much more sophistic¬ 
ated politician. Goldwater, a feroc¬ 
iously honest man, came right out 
and said the things that Johnson had 
so smoothly avoided during his cam¬ 
paign for the Presidency. Goldwater 
frightened people (and obviously this 
scared number included many Repub¬ 
licans) with his hard-facts view of 
the Vietnam problem. Somewhere al¬ 
ong the way, Goldwater's celebrated 
“Will to Win" became associated in 
people's minds with an “over-will¬ 
ingness to go to war." This was as 
much Mr. Goldwater's fault as that 
of his political enemies. Looking 
back on the political battles of 1964, 
there is no doubt that Goldwater pro¬ 
vided most of the rocks the Demo¬ 
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crats and liberal Republicans threw 
at him. But, once again, this in it¬ 
self does not prove that Goldwater 
was wrong about Vietnam. It does 
not prove that he was totally right, 
either. What it does prove is that 
he was right about a great many things 
And while he will almost certainly 
never get another chance to show 
the sort of President he might have 
been, it is only fair to admit, even 
at this late date, that as a prophet 
he is not entirely without honor in 
his own country. 

The Big Stick Policy that Teddy 
Roosevelt gave a name to, and which 
has found an ardent disciple in Mr. 
Goldwater, has been used with ever 
increasing frequency by President 
Johnson. The Democrats, of course, 
even those who completely support 
the President in his Vietnam polic¬ 
ies, shy away from any mention of 
the Big Stick view of fore ign affairs 
because, as a political slogan, it is 
loaded with turn-of-the-century conno¬ 
tations. Yet, by whichever name one 
chooses to call it, the Big Stick is, 
by necessity, an ever present fact 
of international politics. Goldwater, 
who refuses to be mealy-mouthed ab¬ 
out the realities of power, believes 
in the use of the Big Stick approach 
when the interests of the U.S. are 
involved. This, apart from all his 
early and ill-advised statements on 
selling the TVA, and other oversimp¬ 
lifications of his conservative phil¬ 
osophy, was no doubt what cost him 
the Presidency. 

Lyndon Johnson, even while he 
is sending troops into the Dominican 
Republic, thereby offending most of 
Latin America, which is still smart¬ 
ing from the Mexican War and the old 
U.S. “Interventions" in Nicaragua 
and other places, would never allow 
himself to be caught speaking of the 
Big Stick. However, although he re- 
(continued on page 70) 


varied selection of omelettes pre¬ 
pared tableside, including sherried 
chicken liver, sauteed strawberry, 
gruyere cheese, fines herbes or red 
caviar in sour cream. Vegetables 
of the day might include gnocchi 
Parisien or tomato stuffed with 
moussaka. Then follows the sweets 
and cheeses (a brunch specialty is 
lemon crepe flambe) and assorted 
dried fruits and nuts in shell served 
with the coffee. Dinner $9.50. Sun¬ 
day Brunch $6.00. Hours: Dinner: 
6:00 P.M. to 10:00 P.M. Saturday: 
5:00 P.M. to 11.00 P.M. Sunday: 
5:30 P.M. to 9:30 P.M. Sunday 
Brunch: 11:30 A.M. to 3:00 P.M. 

Located at 63-20 Marathon Park¬ 
way, the Douglaston Steak House is 
an American steak house in a coun¬ 
try club atmosphere just 15 miles 
from New York City. The restaurant 
is housed in a former country club, 
considered an outstandingly beauti¬ 
ful example of Spanish-style archi¬ 
tecture. The grill room has a com¬ 
fortable tavern atmosphere, with a 
huge stone fireplace as its dominant 
feature. The main dining room over¬ 
looks the terrace and golf course, af¬ 
fording diners views of the golf course 
during daylight hours and of Man¬ 
hattan’s skyline at night. On warm 
evenings, there is dining on the ter¬ 
race. 

The most popular item on the 
menu is a family steak dinner served 
for two or more persons. Other fa¬ 
vorites include beef kabob, lobster, 
chicken and other grilled special¬ 
ties, all broiled over the open hearth. 
Dinner is served from 5 P.M. to 
9:30 P.M. Monday through Friday. 
Saturday until 10:30 P.M. Sunday 
from3:00 P.M. to 9:00 P.M. 

In addition to the steak house, 
there is a grill room and a stand- 
up bar which golfers like while wait¬ 
ing to tee oft, or use as the tradi¬ 
tional “19th Hole. The grill is 
open daily for breakfast, lunch and 
snacks from 5:00 A.M. to 10:00P.M. 

If a cab ride to La Guardia Air- 

E ort is the most you travel in the 
>ong Island area, don't miss the 
TERRACE restaurant on the four¬ 
th floor of the main airport build¬ 
ing. The Terrace is designed to 
give the feeling of dining in an 
outdoor roof garden, with hugewin- 
ows overlooking the airfield on 
one side, a magnificent fountain 
on the other. Famous Long Is¬ 
land dishes are emphasized. 

A la carte: luncheon items from 
$1.95. Dinner items from $3v25. 






THE MOVIES 

According to the wit Sidney 
Smith an overly polite curate once 
ate a rotten egg rather than make a 
fuss and embarrass his host. ’ll was 
excellent in parts.*’ the young man 
said when the awful mistake was 
discovered. That’s how The Loved 
One is - excellent in parts, quite rot¬ 
ten in others. Billed as the movie 
with something to offend everybody, 
based on the book by Evelyn Waugh, 
adapted for the screen by Terry 
Southern and Christopher Isher- 
wood. and directed Tony Richard¬ 
son of Tom Jones fame. The Loved 
One misses more often than it hits. 

The plot: a mediocre British poet 
named Dennis Barlow (Robert Morsel 
arrives in Los Angeles to visit his 
uncle. Sir Francis Hinsley. (John 
Gielgud) who has worked for a movie 
studio for thirty-one years. After 
Sir Francis is fired by the studio, 
he goes home and hangs himself. 
As next of kin. Barlow has to make 
the funeral arrangements. At the 
vast cemetery run by The Blessed 
Reverend (Jonathan Winters! he 
meets, and falls in love with, a beauti- 
fulcosmetician, Aimee Thanatogenos 
(Anjanette Comer). While pursuing 
Aimee he gets a job a( The Happier 
Hunting Grounds, a pet cemetery 
secretly owned by The Blessed 
Reverend and managed by his twin 
brother (also played by Jonathan 
Winters). Barlow's rival for Aimee's 
affections is Mr. Joyboy (Rod 
Steiger), the head embalmer at The 
Blessed Reverend's boneyard. Mr. 
Joyboy exposes Barlow as a fake- 
the poems he has been sending tc 
Aimee are all stolen from an an¬ 
thology of great poetry. Further dis¬ 
illusioned by finding Barlow lay- 
preaching over dead pets. Aimee 
runs to The Blessed Reverend for 
reassurance. The .Blessed Reverend 
tries to rape her, after admitting that 
he intends to disinter the ‘ stiffs on 
his property,** put them into orbit, 
and turn the cemetery into a senior 
citizen city. Aimee commits suicide 
by embalming herself. 

It has been said that Evelyn 
Waugh tried to have Director 
Richardson fired about halfway 


through the filming of The Lo\ed 
One. The completed picture shows 
that Mr. Waugh had reason to com¬ 
plain. As a short, quietly ferocious 
novel The Loved One is a sort of 
masterpiece. As a movie it is dis¬ 
jointed and uneven: much of the 
humor is forced. As Barlow Robert 
Morse seems distracted by the prob¬ 
lem of an assumed English accent 
that keeps slipping. Aimee (Anjanette 
Comer) speaks throughout the film 
in a sort of Betty Boop voice. There 
are times when it seems as if she 
doesn’t know what is expected of 
hex. A new actress. Miss Comer gets 
much better toward the end of the 
picture—too late to make much dif¬ 
ference. 

The best performances are Rod 
Steiger as the mama's boy Mr. Joyboy: 
Sir John Gielgud as Sir Francis Hins¬ 
ley: Milton Berle as a man with a 
dead dog; Lionel Stander as The 
Guru Brahmin, a drunken news¬ 
paper columnist; and Allyene 
Gibbons as Mr. Joyboy's totally 
horrible mother. As a movie The 
Loved One is supposed to be shock¬ 
ing. but it evokes more so-whats than 
screams. After the success of Jessica 
M it ford's The American Wav of 
Death and blast at the burial cus¬ 
toms of Southern California is anti- 
climatic. In fact, any new blast at 
Los Angeles is something of a bore. 
It’s been done, for all time, by 
Nathanael West in his book Day ot 
the Locust. Yeah. sure, we know all 
about the Southern California cranks 
and religious fakers: the supermarker 
openings, the nut burgers, the 
whithered crones in shorts and 
jeweled sunglasses, the fags and the 
lesbians,* the motorcycle gangs, the 
actors in politics, the people who 
call strangers “sweetie" and "baby.'* 
So what else is new? 

Southern California is a dead 
horse, but you'd think Southern. 
Isherwood and Richardson had just 
discovered it, the way they start 
swinging with the whips. That's what 
really spoils The Loved One: they 
lay it on too thick, they don't know 
where to stop. One scene shows an 
embalmer sitting with doughnuts 
and coffee at a table in a room where 
other embalmers are working on a 
corpse. Doesn't Tetry Southern know 
that embalmers do that all the time? 


Doctors operate on people’s livers, 
then go home and eat liver and 
onions. 

It has been suggested that much 
of the humor fails because there is 
nothing funny about the funeral 
business. This is not true: certain 
gruesome scenes aren't funny be¬ 
cause the writers and director haven'i 
made them funny. Other scenes in¬ 
tended to be funny end up being 
pointlessly gruesome, as in the epi¬ 
sode where the poet Barlow is seen 
taking his lunch from a refrigerator 
that contains two dead dogs. As other 
movie critics have noted, this scene 
irritates rather than disgusts. It's 
like the nasty little boy who swal¬ 
lows a frog in front of his maiden 
aunt. A drunken uncle might think 
it funny, but to the rest of the family 
the frog-swallower is just a nasty 
little beast. In The Loved One we 
are asked to watch while Southern. 
I sherwood and Richardson try to 
choke down the whole frogpond. 



-X?49 MAN ABOUT TOWN. Almost invisible next 
to nothing nylon tricot briefs. Built in support 
Black. White. Helio. Green. Nude. 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE • 


Sizes SML $ 1.95 


^48 PROTECT© BRIEF. Sensational! Stretch- nylon 
with padded foam protection. Wear with anything. 
White. Black. Nude. 


Sizes SML 


$ 3.99 


For C.O.O. order «nclot< 
25 % of pwrehoso prlco. 


REGENCY SQUARE - DEPT. 3920 
1 800 North Highland 
Hollywood, Calif. 90028 






This Free sample 
lesson can start 


you on a high- 


pay career as 



ACCOUNTANT, 

AUDITOR.CPA 


exceeds the supply. Salaries keep going 
higher, promotions come faster. Why remain 
in a dull job with insufficient pay when you 
can qualify easily — in your spare time — for 
the big rewards offered to the Accounting- 
trained man? 

To prove this to yourself, send for the 
interesting sample lesson which demon¬ 
strates the remarkable LaSalle method of 
home training. This lesson is yours free of 
cost or obligation. It will show you how you 
are guided step by step through actual Ac¬ 
counting work . . . how you learn by doing 
... how thoroughly you are prepared for every 
Accounting task you will be called upon to 
handle in the business world. 


No previous experience required 

LaSalle’s distinguished faculty of expert 
Accountants and CPA instructors starts you 
right at the beginning . . . then supervises, 
corrects and grades your work all the way 
. . . right up to helping you prepare for the 
Certified Public Accountant examination, ii 
this is your goal. The cost is remarkably low. 

For over half a century. LaSalle has been 
a world leader in business education. It has 
provided training to more than 1.000.00C 
ambitious men and women. That is why a 
LaSalle diploma in Accounting is a creden¬ 
tial respected by employers. Mail coupon to¬ 
day for free sample lesson and “Opportunities 
in Accounting” booklet. 


I LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

I A Correspondence Institution 

g 417 S. Doarbom, D*pl57*047 Chleaao, Illinois 

I Plea?*e send me. free of cost or obligation. 
I your sample lesson and illustrated booklet 

■ "Opportunities in Accounting”. 

■ Name.Age. . . 

• Address. 

■ City & 

■ Zone.. . 

a County. State 

■ 139 



The standard of excellence that 
Stephen Sondheim has set in the 
American musical theater has been 
achieved in an astonishingly short 
period of time. His first Broad¬ 
way representation was as com¬ 
poser of the incidental music for 
“Girls of Summer.*’ Soon after, 
he became internationally prom¬ 
inent when he provided the unfor¬ 
gettable lyrics for “West Side 
Story.** This triumph was follow¬ 
ed by “Gypsy,** for which Sond¬ 
heim furnished the lyrics. Not¬ 
ice had been given that a major 
new talent had not only arrived 
but was already firmly established. 

His next venture was “A Funny 
Thing Happened on the Way to the 
Forum,** for which Sondheim did 
both words and music. All of the 
preceding shows were unqualif¬ 
ied critical and popular success¬ 
es, but it was with “Anyone Can 
Whistle,** for which he again did 
the music and lyrics, that Sond¬ 
heim created what can only be 
called an “underground** success. 
“Anyone Can Whistle,** which 
enjoyed only a brief run on Broad¬ 
way, was recorded by Columbia 
Records on the Sunday after its 
premature demise, and it is a trea¬ 
sured item in many record collect¬ 
ions along with another fondly 
remembered “underground** album 
Leonard Bernstein’s “Candide.** 
There is probably no single tal¬ 
ent in the theater who is held in 
such high esteem by his colleag¬ 
ues as Stephen Sondheim. Brill¬ 
iant is the word most often used 
to describe him. Literate is an¬ 
other. Theatrical people, seldom 
noted for the lack of bias in their 
opinions, generally agree that Mr. 
Sondheim has already reached the 
top as it is known presently on 
Broadw ay, and has already shown 
signs of becoming a central force 
in the development of the musical 
comedy. 

Stephen Sondheim’s first com¬ 
plete show was written at the age 


of fifteen w'hile he was attending 
the George School in Newtown. Pa 
Even then, highly selective about 
his theatrical confreres. Master 
Sondheim asked Oscar Hammer- 
stein II, who was a neighbor and 
the father of one of his friends, 
to go over the book, music and 
lyrics he had worked on and to 
give him his professional opinion. 
Mr. Hammerstein’s reactions are 
not noted but his advice is quoted 
by Sondheim: “First adapt a good 
play, then adapt a not-so-good 
play, then a non drama, and only 
then try a musical.’* 

Sondheim entered Williams Coll¬ 
ege as a music major, class of 
1950. Again he distinguished him¬ 
self by writing the book, music 
and lyrics for two undergraduate 
productions, one of which was an 
adaptation of “Beggar on Horse¬ 
back,** the Kaufman and Connelly 
play. (It was also at Williams 
that he was taken to see Cole 
Porter who maintained a country 
house nearby. After his initial 
surprise at seeing a sign posted 
at the door which read PLEASE 
WIPE FEET, WHITE RUGS IN¬ 
SIDE, he was charmed by Cole 
Porter’s sincere interest and gen¬ 
erous advice.) He was awarded 
the Hutchinson Prize to study 
musical composition, which he 
Ghose to do in New York with one 
of the country’s leading compos¬ 
ers, Milton Babbitt. 

As co-author of “Topper,’’ the 
highly successful television ser¬ 
ies, Sondheim made his debut as 
a professional writer. During this 
period and ever since, he has con¬ 
tributed many scripts for the lead¬ 
ing dramatic shows. 

In “Do I Hear A Waltz?’’ Sond¬ 
heim has written what he calls 
“elliptical lyrics’’ to match what 
he considers an elliptical play. 
His constant aim is to achieve 
“conversational lyrics’* since he 
considers that “Believabi lity goes 
out of a character w hen they start 
to rhyme.’’ He also firmly bel¬ 
ieves that “In a short art form 
you have to be perfect. The whole 
point of music is to heighten em¬ 
otional statements.” 

“Lyric writing.” Sondheim con¬ 
cludes, “is a very limited art. 
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a lew look on SEX 


This book, published for the first time in 1964 is the 
latest most up to date work of its kind. Written in easy 
to understand every day language it will give you com¬ 
plete understanding of sex, the sex act, the workings of 
the human body in sex, it will show you how to carryout 
the sex knowledge you learn. It is an invaluable aid to 
create the best possible understanding between man 
and wife by telling everything simply and completely 
and by showing with pictures all there is to know. 


THE 

COMPLETE 
book or 


• Better sexual practice 
using latest sex discoveries 

• Latest methods of sex 
hygiene for sex organs of both 
male and female 

• Proper action of husband 
and wife in performing 

sex act. 

• Difference in sexual 
reaction in men and women 

• Sex act perfection 

• Careful planning for the 
wedding night and 
honeymoon 

• Treatments for increasing 
sex ability 

• Up to date methods of 
mutual sex satisfaction 

• Natural birth control 

• Sex practices in other 
countries 

• Becoming pregnant 

• Comprehensive sex 
methods and techniques 

for mutually agreeable sex act 

• The problem of frigidity 
in woman and how to 
overcome it 

• Obtaining the most 
desirable satisfaction 
from sex. 


• Various types of sexual 
satisfaction 

• How much sex is too much 
or too little 

• Bypassing harmful sex 
relations 

• Sex degeneracy 

• Sex organs of the male 
and famale 

• Control I ing cl imax for 
utmost mutual satisfaction 

• Disease prevention 

• Performing the sex act 
during pregnancy 

• Treatment of abnormal 
sex cases 

• Choosing best mate for 
good married sex life 

• How climax is caused in 
the female 

• Errors made by men in 
sex relations 

• Proper methods of sex on 
wedding night 

• How to prevent failure of 
cl imax in woman 

• Male and female reaching 
climax together 

• Operation of male 

organs during sex act. Hjf! 


FREE! Illustrated Sex Manual 


stx 

aiwsmMi® 


Fully illustrated, 232 page 
hard cover edition, regularly 
$3.95, yours FREE! Story in 
pictures depicting the things 
you need to knowior a 
complete and satisfying 
sex life. 
A big $9.95 value, both 
i for only $5.95 


KNOWLEDGE 


Edited by a doctor 


• Operation of female organs 
during sex act 

• Ideal sexual satisfaction 
for the woman 

• Causes of female sex 
desire 

• Causes of male sex desire 

• Overcoming instant climax 
in men 


i NOT SOLD 
f/y BOOKSTORES 


Only 

$r95 




COUNCIL PUBLISHING CO. DEP: 24vy 
605 Third Avenue, New York T6. N. Y. 

Please send your COMPLETE BOOK OF SEX KNOWLEDGE and 
the free ILLUSTRATED SEX MANUAL by return mail COD I 
will pay postman $5.95 plus postage on delivery. I understand it 
will be sent in a plain wrapper marked ' Personal" and I may 
return it within ten days for a full refund if I am not completely 
satisfied. I am over 21. 


Address 


Check here if you desire to save mailing charges by enclosing 
$5.95. Money back guarantee is the same. (Canada & Foreign 
No C.O.D. - Send $6.95) 
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My editor. Patrick T. McGinnis, 
is one of those cigar-chomping 
oldtimers right out of that play 
that has done so much harm to the 
newspaper business. 4 ‘The Front 
Page."' Or he thinks he is, which 
is even worse. If he had the bud¬ 
get and the power Super Editor 
Pat O’Brien had in those old late 
late movies. he would like to send 
reporters out on dangerous and in¬ 
credible assignments. But since 
he can t do that (the publisher 
wouldn't stand for it) he tries to 
make life as difficult as possible 
for the staff. Like the day we 
had the argument about the call 
girls. 

McGinnis is always pining for 
•the good old davs ho ncver really 
knew r because he isn’t quite old 
enough. One of his pet arguments 
is that whores, call girls, kept 
women, courtesans, parlor house 
make up your own name, if you 
ike) aren’t what they used to be. 
Women, he says, were at their 
best in the years around 1900. a 
time that he regards as the golden 
age of bawdy house keeping. Old 
Man McGinnis, who was born in 
1920. says he wishes he could 
have lived in that great time. As 
a matter of principle. I have al¬ 
ways disagreed with him. One af¬ 
ternoon I begged todifferwith Mac 
again on the subject of Sixties 
girls versus 1900-type broads. I 
even knew' the name of Mac's pro¬ 
posed book on Mauve Decade sex- 
ror-sale. He was going to call it 
'' ‘When the Red Lights Burned 
Bright.” I suggested that the red 
lights of 196oDurned as merrily 
as in any other era. I also said 
that our Sixties hustlers had more 
brains and looks than the girls of 
any period in the history of sin. 

*‘Good,” said McGinnis. “I am 
going to let you prove it. Take 
a look at this clipping.” 

Mac likes jokes. I picked up the 
clipping and read it again. It was 
from a gossip column in one of the 
tabloids: "Newest gimmick for call 
girls who play the top bistros—they 
contact new customers by strolling 
by or picking up a conversation, 
then leaving match packs with 
names, phones and other pertinent 
details behind." 

"I don’t believe it," the editor had 
said, showing me the clipping. "Or 
maybe I do. I duhno. That’s where 
you come in. Expose your manly 
charms in a few spots. See if you 
come out with a match pack and a 
girl’s name on it If you do we’ll 
smudge it up a bit and use it with 
the story you write. It should be a 
good one." He paused a moment 
"Herbert Bayard Swope used to tell 
his reporters 9 1 have no further in¬ 
structions . Just get the story and 


get back .' My words to you, ex¬ 
actly.” 

Weil, hell!... Almost every Man¬ 
hattan male has heard at some time 
of a place where girls gather, or 
come quickly in response to a phone 
call. I knew of one, especially. It 
was on a main drag and often, pass¬ 
ing by late at night. I’d look in to 
see a whirling mass of female arms, 
waving drinks. I must investigate 
that place some time. I’d say to 
myself. 

So it was there I went—not exactly 
full of zeal for the new assignment, 
but full of zeal for the dough in¬ 
volved. I walked in about midnight, 
shoved up close to the bar and knew 
instantly that my uncanny journal¬ 
istic instinct had led me to the per¬ 
fect place. 

It was something. Full of girls— 
and guys. The girls were young and 
fashionable looking, all with a high, 
expensive sheen. The men were mid¬ 
dle aged, grossly well fed, radiating 
prosperity. Without exception, they 
sported sharp silk suits. 

How did the guys and gals meet? 

I wondered—but not for long. A guy 
would whisper to the bartender. He 
would call out to a heavy, well- 
corseted woman who had the stately 
bosom of an opera singer." Evie, talk 
to the guy," he’d shout. Evie and 
the man would have a short talk. 
Then Evie would go to the phone 
booth in the back. She spent a lot of 
time around the phone booth, an¬ 
swering as well as making calls. 
When a customer tried to use the 
phone booth Evie didn’t like it. Once 
there was an argument and she told 
the guy, "Okay, if you don’t use it 
long." 

So Evie would seat her girth in 
the phone booth and dial a call. A 
few minutes later the door of the 
place would burst open and an eager 
young thing would burst in. "Hi, 
kids," she’d call out to the other 
girls, as if joining a sorority party. 
Then Evie would step up and intro¬ 
duce her to the man. The only per¬ 
son who seemed amused by ail this 
was the piano player stuck away in 
a gloomy comer in the bacK. Each 
time a new girl came in, he’d inter¬ 
polate a few bars of Cole Porter’s 
"Love For Sale" into what he was 
playing. No one noticed but me. 
With the others, there was too much 
going on.; 

The place was right. But the price? 
I didn’t want to get beyond the talk¬ 
ing stage with any of these expensi ve- 
looking dolls. But even this, I 
guessed, would mount up. Still, I 
had to do something. So I ordered 
another drink and asked the bar¬ 
man, "How do I get me a girl?" 


And here the story really begins! 
For the bartender fixed me with a 
glare of furious contempt. "You?** 
he snorted, close to the snapping 
point with exasperation. Slowly he 
mastered himself, picked up my check 
from where it lay on the bar. 

"Look, Jack," he said patiently. 
"You got a single dollar twenty-five 
drink on here. It’s taken you three- 
quarters of an hour to drink it, you 
been peerin’ around so much. Now 
you give me another order, which’11 
make you a two-fifty bar bill." 

He nodded up the bar at the well- 
groomed, silk-suited men. "You got 
any idea how much them guys up 
there spend?" he asked. "They come 
in here, they right away set ’em up 
for me, for Evie, for the guy at the 
piano. They buy the best, champagne 
cocktails and all. When they tell me 
they want a girl, they slip me five, 
ten. When they tell Evie what kinda 
girl they want, they slip her a twen¬ 
ty." He looked me square in the 
face. "But even with that, we don’t 
fix up nobody unless he’s got a 
twenty buck tab at the bar, and 
you’re never gonna have a twenty 
buck tab. You just ain’t got it in 
you." 

He traveled down the bar to fix 
the drink I’d ordered, and when he 
came back to set it before me he was 
still wound up tight. 

"Another thing," he said. "You’d 
never get nothin’, coming in here in 
a sport coat. Not from me, not from 
the dames. Not from the dames, most 
of alL They take one look at you, 
right away forget what they seen. 
Jack, you don’t look like money, 
you don’t act like money. Them kids 
know how to size up a guy. They 
gotta know. They got the law to wor¬ 
ry about all the time. They’re scared 
stiff underneath and fear sharpens 
them up about a guy. Them girls 
know in one look you ain’t got call- 
girl money. My advice to you is to 
blow outa here. You got nothin’ we 
want, not even your lousy two-fifty 
for drinks. We may have something 
you want, but you ain’t got the 
dough for it For all I know, you 
may be a cop. Though I gotta say 
frankly that you don’t look smart 
enough." 

My first drink in the place had 
been long and lingering. This one 
went down in two gulps. As I plunged 
out of the place, a new girl was com¬ 
ing in. Behind me the piano tinkled, 
"Love For Sale . . ." 

So that’s how I rated in call-girl 
circles. Well, 1 still had a few ideas. 
One thing I remembered was a party 
a few months before. It had been 
notable for the presence of a middle- 
aged Hollywood actor, who’d be- 
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haved just as badly as they are sup¬ 
posed to act. A TV actress had 
brought her seventeen-year-old 
daughter along. The Hollywood guy 
made straight for the girl, got her 
in a corner and began a highly 
professional mauling. It was made 
worse by the mother. She looked 
everywhere but into that corner. Fi¬ 
nally the girl came over and said 
"But, Mother, I don't like him." 

The mother had only smiled sweet¬ 
ly. "Just be nice to him, dear,*’ she 
replied. 

Watching this bit of bv-play. I'd 
been standing next to a man 1 knew 
was a Park Avenue doctor. He nod¬ 
ded at the amorous Hollywood type 
and said. "I've got that sort of thing 
licked. Once a w r eek, every Wednes¬ 
day to be exact, I get a call girl for 
the night. Each w'eek a different one. 
Espensive maybe, but w’orth it. 
Keeps the mind free and clear until 
next time." 

It wasn't hard to find his name. I 
phoned, said it was personal, re¬ 
minded him w here we'd met. I got to 
his place after office hours and sat 
comfortably in one of his chairs. 
When I recalled our conversation at 
the party, he gulped. Then he 
laughed. "I don’t tell many people 
about my little arrangement," he 
said. "But I might as well. My wife 
knows about it. You’ve seen her pic¬ 
ture often in the society pages in 
newspapers. ’ ’ 

He told me he and his wife had 
lost sexual interest in each other 
some twenty years ago. Since then, 
call girls on Wednesday night. "It 
used to be ten dollars for the night, 
now it’s one hundred," he said. "But 
I can’t complain. Nowadays I charge 
ten times more for operations." 

He took time out to light a cigar¬ 
ette. "I used to get the girls through 
pimps and madames,” he said. "But 
after ail this time I’m so well known 
I don’t need to. This has brought 
about a situation I’m not too proud 
of. Truth is, some of the time I know 
I’m being used to break, in new 
girls." 

He paused to choose his words. 
"Call girls are like homosexuals," 
he said finally. " They think the world 
is against them, as indeed it is. 
They’re always trying to enlist other 
girls in the game, so they’ll feel 
someone else is as low in the social 
scale as they are. When a call girl 
meets a girl on the loose, her own 
age or younger, she starts in telling 
how wonderful it is to be a call girl. 
The other girls says she’s heard it’s 
horrible, giving in to all those hairy, 
brutal men. The first girl says, oh 
no, the men are nice. Then she phones 
me, says she has a new girl for me 
next Wednesday. The new girl comes 
(continued on page 45) 
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At Harrad, the young men and women study — play — and sleep 
together! But this is not a sleazy, illicit sex adventure! This is a 
deliberate attempt to create in today's world the sexuality ot the 
future. Students are paired off —a boy and a girl —each couple 
living and sleeping together in a tiny suite of rooms —each 
couple encouraged to work out their own emotional and sexual 
needs with their partners and with other couples. 

IN THEIR DIARIES, THE STUDENTS AT HARRAD 
WRITE DOWN THEIR INNERMOST THOUGHTS, 
EMOTIONS AND SENSATIONS. You are made privy 
to six of these journals in the pages of THE HARRAD 
EXPERIMENT. Each is an intimate revelation from an 
intelligent, sensitive young man or woman. In groups 

— in couples—these students tackle the temptations, 
and explore the pleasures of Harrad, developing their 
own experiments and variations in an atmosphere of 
complete sexual freedom. 

could, there ever be a. college 
like HARRAD? 

This is the question you'll hear a lot of people asking 

— your friends, neighbours, club members, business 
associates. THE HARRAD EXPERIMENT is the kind of 
book that starts people talking. Since you'll be hear¬ 
ing so much about this new, adult novel you really 
owe it to yourself to read it and make up your own 
mind. Fill out the order form below and we ll rush 
your own copy of THE HARRAD EXPERIMENT. 
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SEX IN THE 


I CANNOT BELIEVE THAT THE PROBLEM OF LOVE ON THE LUNCH 

HOUR IS A WIDESPREAD ONE AND YET I HAVE HAD A NUMBER OF 
PUZZLED LOVERS AND WOULD-BE LOVERS BRING UP THE MATTER 
WITH SOME CONCERN AND DISTRESS. 

THERE SEEMS TO BE A NUMBER OF MEN FOR WHOM, EITHER LOVE 
AT LUNCH TIME IS THE ONLY SAFE POSSIBILITY OR (WHILE OTH¬ 
ER POSSIBILITIES PRESENT THEMSELVES AT MORE CONGENIAL 
TIMES) LOVE AT NOON OR IN THE AFTERNOON HAPPENS TO BE 
THE MOST ECSTATIC AFFAIR, IF IT CAN BE HANDLED RIGHT. 

I HAVE HAD SOME LITTLE EXPERIENCE WITH THIS PROBLEM, 
HAVING SEVERALTIMES ATTACHED MYSELF TO BEAUTIFUL CREA¬ 
TURES WHO FOUND THE EARLY AFTERNOON THE ONLY TIME AV¬ 
AILABLE TO THEM FOR LOVE ON THE RUN. 

OBVIOUSLY IT WAS NEVER AS SATISFACTORY AS A LONG EVEN- 
ING OF EXPECTATION AND A SWEET NIGHT OF REPOSE. JUST THE 
SAME WE MUST NOT LEAVE A SINGLE AVENUE UNEXPLORED. 

THERE FOLLOW, THEREFORE, A FEW BRIEF NOTES ON THIS UN¬ 
USUALLY INTERESTING SUBJECT. 




AFTERNOON 


ONE OF THE DISADVANTAGES OF LOVE, CAFETERIA OR LUNCH 
COUNTER OR MOTEL STYLE, IS THAT NEITHER OF YOU REALLY 


THERE AM Y BE \0 RIGHT TIME 
OR PLACE BET EXPERTS AGREE 
THAT AETER.XOOX IS HIGH OX 
THE LIST. 


DARE CONSUME ENOUGH LIQUOR TO SET UP FOR THE MOMENT OF 
TRUTH WITHOUT THE RISK OF GOING BACK TO THE OFFICE OR 
AGENCY, OR WHEREVER, SLIGHTLY VAGUE AND UNSTEADY, OR, 

AT LEAST, DREAMY AND CONFUSED. 

ON THE OTHER HAND, A RENDEZVOUS IN THE COLD LIGHT OF 
AFTERNOON, WITHOUT ANY ROMANTIC BEVERAGE, HAS AN AIR 
ABOUT IT OF BREEDING PEKINESE. MY EXPERIMENTS SUGGEST¬ 
ED THAT A DECENT WINE, A DRY SHERRY OR EVEN A GOOD BUR¬ 
GUNDY, FOR EXAMPLE, CAN WORK A SMALL AMOUNT OF MAGIC. 
IN FACT ENOUGH TO REMOVE THE EVENT FROM THE MECHANIC¬ 
AL AND THE GRIM, THE DRAB. AT THE SAME TIME THE EFFECTS 
OF THE WINE, IF TAKEN IN MODERATE QUANTITIES AND AT SUIT¬ 
ABLE INTERVALS, WEAR OFF JUST IN TIME. I SUGGEST A GLASS 
OR TWO BEFORE THE MEETING, A GLASS OR TWO AT THE MEET¬ 
ING AND, POSSIBLY, A GLASS OR TWO FOR RECOVERY, DEPEND¬ 
ING ON ONE'S AGE AND WEIGHT AND THE STRENUOUSNESS OF THE 

n 


ACTION. 



The problem of where to have the 
rendezvous also presents difficulties. 
Even on the assumption that the de¬ 
sired one is utterly agreeable and 
as eager as you, there are some 
actions which are ces chose que 
ne se font pas . That is, there are 
places like Central Park grottoes and 
behind the files that lack a certain 
something, areas where persons of 
good taste simply are not comfort¬ 
able. 

It seems almost obligatory to have 
an apartment or hotel space avail¬ 
able within running distance of one 
of the parties to the endeavor. Men 
who work a good distance from the 
ladies of their choice will simply 
have to workout a compromise about 
midway. This was my choice on sev¬ 
eral occasions. When the noon hour 
came to 52nd Street and 34th Street, 
as it does simultaneously, we both 
raced to a place on 43rd Street, 
Della usually arriving first because 
she did not smoke and her wind 
was better. (Taking a cab under 
the particular circumstances was 
foolhardy unless we both took the 
same cab eventually, which, for its 
part, would have been unseemly and 
uncomfortable, especially in direct 
sunshine.) 

No doubt there are cafes and res¬ 
taurants that provide private booths 
where lovers can linger but when 
such a thing is suggested I am al¬ 
ways afraid (being excessively ro¬ 
mantic, perhaps) that I will be con¬ 
fronted at the wrong moment by 
a carefree workman who-had been 
instructed to repair the air condi¬ 
tioner or an adjuster who had been 
summoned hastily to figure out the 
damage to the plush red rug on the 
floor. Just the thought of the pos¬ 
sibility of these intrusions makes 
whole-heartedness on my part dif¬ 
ficult. I am sure this would be so 
in most cases, in any cases but the 
most desperate and obdurate. 

Of course the elegant, highly paid 
executive can usually contrive to 
have the lady in question disguise 
herself as a female advertising execu¬ 
tive and then lock them both in some 
private nook like the board room, but 
some of us must make the best of a 
junior type job and a shortage of 
authority. 

Having solved the problem of the 
site and the warming drinks, there 
arises (to my mind) the even greater 
problem of conditioning. I mean the 
problem of giving the quick hour or 


hour-and-a-half a semblance of dig¬ 
nity, elegance and charm. 

To rush puffing into a bleak room, 
disrobe (eye on the clock), and plump 
into a lumpy bed is not conducive to 
bringing out the best in either male 
or female. It simply is not, and I 
have no interest in discussing the 
point. It might be said that a meet¬ 
ing of this sort is better than no 
meeting at all but I would be in¬ 
clined to deny this firmly. One has 
to be frustrated beyond all credi¬ 
bility to accept as love any solu¬ 
tion whatever to the problem —of 
male desire, that is. 

The man of taste will see, if it is 
at all within his powr, that the meet¬ 
ing place has at least some few shreds 
of graciousness. Some Matisse line 
drawings on the wall, drapes that 
can be pulled to plunge the room 
into near darkness, an available hot 
shower, soft rugs, bed linens and 
other items pleasing to the eye plus an 
inexpensive, if need be, but colorful 
decanter of wine. A few appropriate 
phonograph records can be helpful, 
especially those that suggest it is 
evening; tunes like “At Sundown,” 
“In The Cool, Cool of the Evening/’ 
“Deejs Night,” “Good Night, Sweet¬ 
heart A and so forth —square but reas¬ 
suring. The mid-day starkness can 
be further alleviated by getting hast¬ 
ily into attractive night-clothes be¬ 
fore getting promptly out of them. 

There is left the matter of tempo. 
With, say an hour for lunch, we 
must assume ten minutes to get to 
the love nest and ten minutes to get 
back, leaving forty minutes for pleas¬ 
urable dalliance. (I am assuming that 
both parties can forego eating lunch. 
If not, then it will be necessary to 
purchase a sandwich to munch en 
route or eat in the few quiet moments 
afterwards, although, to my way of 
thinking, anyone who feels the need 
to eat under the circumstances does 
not have his heart in it.) 

I would suggest, of the time re¬ 
maining, that at least ten minutes 
be devoted to some sort of loving 
conversation, to increase the ten¬ 
sion slightly. Reading, or reciting 
poetry from memory is fine. Heine, 
with his brief love lyrics, or Edna 
Millay, lend themselves nicely to 
lunch hour sorties. 

Another ten minutes might be de¬ 
voted to the glasses of wine and 
some tender but accelerated by-play. 

This leaves ten minutes for the 
obligatory scene (as the dramatists 


call it). It seems to me that, under 
the pressure and with the stimula¬ 
tion of working as gracefully as pos¬ 
sible against time, this is an ade¬ 
quate allotment except in the rarest 
cases, which cases might, incident¬ 
ally, benefit by psychiatry anyway. 

We now have ten minutes left for 
the sighing and the murmuring and 
the final glass of wine plus the de¬ 
tails of the next meeting, adding 
thereto the usual charming pledges 
of affection and compliments for 
effort. 

This seems to me a not-too-dif¬ 
ficult program for a determined 
young man to work out and I hope 
it will be tried by a laige enough 
number of lovers to suggest some 
kind of valuable statistics. 

It is my hope, with sufficient 
evidence available in time, to pre¬ 
sent my findings to a research foun¬ 
dation in the hope they may endow 
a reasonable number of small apart¬ 
ments or rooms, suitably furnished 
for love affairs, at a reasonable price 
and within reach of congested office 
areas. They would be doing mankind 
more of a‘ boon than they do by 
studying economics. 

Of course, there are those after¬ 
noon lovers (mostly outside the big 
cities) who prefer and have always 
preferred the motel as a trysting 
place. The motel is an American 
phenomenon, yet remarkably little 
has been written about it from a 
serious point of view. 

As one who has carved his initials 
in floors of highway love nooks in 
all parts of the continent, I intend 
to do something about it. 

I suggest, tor example, that in 
the matter of registration some ima¬ 
gination should be used. The usual 
Mr. and Mrs. Jones of Topeka, Kan¬ 
sas, or John Smith and wife, Elber- 
on. New Jersey is tiresome after a 
while and may, in some cases, arouse 
suspicion. There are just so many 
Joneses and Smiths running around 
having a ball and six or seven of 
them fleetingly popping into a motel 
just does not seem right. 

Furthermore, it does an injustice 
to any real Joneses and Smiths who 
are hopefully darting around regis¬ 
tering as Mr. and Mrs. Robert Brown. 

My own tendency is to be poetic 
and cultured about the matter. I 
usually register as Lord Byron and 
Lady Bvron or Brigham Young and 
wives, or even Mnmet Ali Wadi and 

(continued on page 42) 
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prom f he time in 4 52 AD when Ml LA H 0 was de¬ 
stroyed by Aft i la the Hun it has progre s s ed until 
today it stands as one of the most successful 
cities of the world in which we live. Milano with 
an active population of 1,390,000 people is the 
most shopisticated of Italian cities, but it is such 
a paradox being that it is strikingly modern yet 
underneath the style is from another age and more 
pure in essential Italian than any other city in 
Italy despite what the Romans may think . The 
average Milanese do not have any trust for their 
Roman counterparts looking at them as the 
"BARBARIOUS ROMANS' 9 . Sixty percent of Milano 


was rendered un isable by the war, and yet today 
we see a re br i ih of o city that thrives. Milano is 
the commercial, banking and industrial center of 
Italy. An efficent met r op I i s, it is said that the 
peopleof Milano fought the German occupation more 
vigorously than any other Italian city. It was here 
that Mussolin i , after he had been killed, was hung 
by his bootstrapts with his mistress in the public 
square . It is also in Milano that Leonardo da Vinci 
painted the t0 LAST SUPPER 99 . One of the most se¬ 
rene and beautiful works of religious art; the fresco 
may be seen in the refectory of the monastery ad¬ 
joining the church of Santa Maria dalle Grazie. 









Milano abounds in the arts and one cannot speak 
of the city without mentioning the PIAZZA del 
DUOMO which is the center of the city and 
towering over the square is the famous Gothic 
cathedral, Duomo of Milan. South of the cathedral 
can be seen the elaborate ArchiespiscopaI and 
Royal palaces. The Royal palace with its art 
col lection was given to the city by King Victor 
Emmanuel. To the southeast of the square stands 
the Ambros ian Library, a treasure of rare books 
and ancient rnanuscripts . To the north you find 
the Piazza delle Scala. The Scala Opera- 
house faces the square an d it is the largest in 
Italy . Many of the operas of Verdi and Puccini 
were first performed here. 

The Brera Palace houses the city’s finest picture 
col lection, over 600 paintings and works by 
Raphael, Titian, Bernardino Luini, the Bellinis, 
and other masters. Here too, is the world famous 
Milan Conservatory of Music. 
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TIRED FEET AND PERHAPS 
AN EMPTY POCKETBOOK. 



The Galleria is the heart-beat of Milano. Bus¬ 
iness men put over big dealf involving millions 
of lire. TV tycoons plan a h tge new program 
over steaming cups of expresso, the beautiful 
puttana (whore) arranges an appointment, and when 
the deal is straightened out financially . - they 
walk arm in arm to her apartment. Milano is a brea¬ 
thing, pulsating, alive city that goes to bed far 
earlier than Paris or London, but still has a P‘* ce 
of night-life in the way of jazz clubs and small in¬ 
timate bars, as well as revues that play in the 
smart Italian theatres. 


20 









Italians like many peoples around the 
world like to gamble and the Milanese 
are no exception. For their pleasure 
there is the Hippodromo Del Galoppo 
(track to us) and in addition many 
games of chance such as you would 
find in Las Vegas. With s uch attract¬ 
ions as this plus the lovely and ^friend¬ 
ly women who would want to be any • 
where but Milano . 



NO 1 SPORT SOCCER 
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LADY DEALER SPINS THF WHEEL AT ONE OF THE GAMBLING SPOTS 








Party throwing is a big thing in Milano 
and the we H-t o-do- people take full ad¬ 
vantage of every opportun ity to live it 
up.. On these pages are some shots 
taken at a costume party given by 
Grego r i o Domino, a pros perous neck¬ 
wear manufacturer. 


ART STUDENTS AT LOMBARDO ACADEMIA IN MILAN 


DISILLUSIONED LOVERS 
by ALBERTO TOGNAZZI 


ART BUYER DICKERING FOR A BETTER PRICE 

























GUESTS WHOOPING IT UP AT 
GREGORIO DOMINO S PARTY 









Above - BRUNA MORI AN 18 YEAR 
OLD ACTRESS. Right - GIA LENNI 
ANOTHER BEAUTY OF MILANO. 
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TELL A GIRL THE TRUTH 



LET US START RIGHT OUT WITH THE HON¬ 
EST STATEMENT THAT IT IS NOT EASY TO 
DECEIVE A WOMAN. NO MATTER WHAT YOU 
MAY HAVE HEARD TO THE CONTRARY IT 
IS CERTAINLY VERY EASY TO DECEIVE 
YOURSELF INTO THINKING YOU HAVE DE¬ 
CEIVED A WOMAN. A SITUATION A LITTLE 
LIKE FADING BACK FOR A FORWARD PASS 


AND FINDING- YOURSELF ON YOUR FACE 
IN THE END ZONE. 

BEFORE WE GET INVOLVED. IT MIGHT BE 
WISE TO POINT OUT TO SOME OF THE YOUN¬ 
GER CROWD WHY IT IS NECESSARY TO DE¬ 
CEIVE A WOMAN AT ALL. WOMEN SIMPLY 
DO NOT UNDERSTAND MEN. IN MOST CASES. 
IF YOU TELL A WOMAN, ANY WOMAN, THE 


logical trutV about some enteiprise 
or other, she is shocked and wounded. 
Certain activities, both of the spirit 
and the flesh; certain adventures, in 
the area of both body and soul (not 
necessarily kept together), are as 
necessary to a man as oxygen. With¬ 
out them, a man withers and ends up 
without poetry, running errands for 
a woman. 

You cannot frankly tell your dear¬ 
est blonde, “I’m sorry I didn’t come 
by last night. I met a stunning bru¬ 
nette and I spent some time kissing 
her and running my hands over her 
incredibly lovely body. I felt a little 
like I was painting a Matisse or 
composing a string quartet.” 

This can be, and often is, the gos¬ 
pel truth, but to tell it to a woman 
with whom you have shared May 
Wine and strawberries, as well as 
a foam rubber pillow, is to bring 
down the house around your ears. 

Nor is it possible ever to convey 
to your blonde the truth that she is 
by far the most engaging of your 
conquests, that any other sally is 
merely a matter of the spirit’s need, 
the creative soul's scaling of a new 
peak, the heart’s demand for a color¬ 
ful and endearing adventure. 

To a woman who has watched you 
turn and smile in your sleep, you are 
just a lousy cheat no matter how 
much you try to embroider it with 
poetry and music. 

This being the case, it may be 
considered axiomatic that a woman 
must always be deceived about any¬ 
thing of importance to your person¬ 
ality. She must be deceived if only 
because you love her. She must be 
deceived so that her days will be 
contented and joyful and not filled 
with nail-biting misgivings and the 
continual playing of Chopin records, 
off-stage, so to speak. 

As a youth I was warned by my 
mother (who else?) to “tell the 
truth and shame the devil.’’ It was 
not long before I found out it was 
a matter of “tell the truth and get 
the devil.’’ I believe I was in high 
school when I made this discovery 
I had emerged into the moonlight 
from a position behind a large bronze 
statue of the founder, with Betsy in 
my arms, only to be confronted with 
Nancy, my date. Betsy laughed gaily 
and scampered back to the gym. 
Nancy said, “What have you been 
doing, Fonty?’’ 

Remembering my mother, I said 
frankly, “I have been kissing Betsy. 


It’s ncwhere near as nice as kissing 
you/' Mv lip bled for two days and 
a bone in my nose had to be set. All 
the time I had thought my date 
would be tremendously pleased with 
my discovery. 

Not at all, of course. Nancy want¬ 
ed me to think no one kissed the way 
she did. But she wanted me to take 
it as a matter of faith. She could not 
understand my adventurous need to 
find out for myself. What I should 
have answered to her question was, 
“Betsy had a fainting spell due to 
a tight girdle, and I led her where 
she could loosen it while I turned 
my back.’’ Or something equally 
absurd. 

By the time I was through college 
I had discovered that women want to 
be deceived. They would rather be 
deceived than almost anything. They 
will swallow the most intricately 
woven lie if it permits them to re¬ 
tain the belief that they are the only 
ones you have ever made love to or 
felt a heart-skip about or dreamed 
of. They will swallow the lie. They 
may not digest it. But they will 
swallow it in preference to the bland 
truth. 

I remember a girl in New York, 
when I was a young writer-about- 
town, spending my small earnings in 
Tony’s, drinking cognac and listen¬ 
ing to Mabel Mercer. The girl was 
named Bettina. and I used to take 
her over to Fifty-Second Street 
where Mabel would sing all the old 
Cole Porter and Noel Coward tunes 
I could think of, while she sipped, 
in between, champagne cocktails. 

Bettina was very charming and 
easygoing and was always up ahead 
of me the next morning, scrambling 
eggs, a very fine quality in a young 
and beautiful woman. 

But one day, thinking she was 
away for the week-end, I took a 
young actress to Tony’s. I was very 
impressed by young actresses then. 
Mabel Mercer sang for us and the 
week-end was spent in the way week¬ 
ends should be spent. 

It so happened that Bettina had 
seen us having lunch on Eighth 
Street, and said so the following 
Monday. “What did you and that 
hussy do over the week-end?’’ Bet¬ 
tina asked. 

“We had a couple of drinks and 
then she went home,’’ I said. (I had, 
by now, grown a mustache and ac¬ 
quired wisdom.) 

“You lie,’’ Bettina said through 



clenched, beautiful teeth. “I checked 
at her apartment on Tenth Street and 
I was told you spent Saturday night 

there.’’ „ 

“I spent Saturday night there, 

I agreed calmly. “I hope you’ll let 
me explain.” 

“I am waiting.’ 

"I happen to be working on a 
play. This girl is an attractive ac¬ 
tress. Very talented. She agreed to 
read the script with me and tho* 
help give me a clearer idea of how 
it would play. By chance, she lives 
with her uncle, an elderly character 
actor. So the three of us sat up most 
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of the night working. Obviously, I 
was exhausted, so the girl’s elderly 
uncle was kind enough to let me 
sleep with him. He is a most gener¬ 
ous fellow.” 

Bettina smiled and threw her arms 
around me, pressing her admirable 
bosom against me. “I knew it was 
all harmless,” she said gaily. “I was 
just curious. Forgive me?” 

“Of course,” I said, magnani¬ 
mously. 

The point is that you never need 
worry about how fantastic your de¬ 
ception is as long as nowhere in it 
do you kiss or embrace or sleep with 


anyone female. 

I recall once being beaten up by 
a show girl's halfback husband. (I 
didn't know she had a husband. I 
didn't know he was a halfback, 
either.) I was pretty black and blue 
and bent. 

I went to my current lovely’s 
apartment and sought solace plus 
some cognac and soda. The girl, who 
happened to be named Jean, took 
one look at me and cried, “Some 
jealous husband has beaten you!” 
(This is why you have to be care¬ 
ful with women. They are likely to 
leave you speechless by their sud¬ 
den, wild, but uncanny guesses at 
the truth.) 

I sat down and sipped my drink, 
opening the one eye that would. 
After a moment, I said ruefully, 
“Jean, I never knew you had a jeal¬ 
ous streak. You must know after all 
the . . after the hours . . . the . . . 
the nights. You must know that I 
could . . . well, what we have done 
. . . and . . . Jean, it was only two 
days ago that my lips . . .” 

“What happened, then?” Jean said, 
blushing attractively. 

“It’s so simple. I stepped into a 
cab, and the cab happened to be 
planted there. I had changed a htty 
in a bar and word went around. 
Once I got into the cab, two strong 
men grabbed me, mugged me, beat 
me and robbed me while the cab 
sped around Central Park. At last, 
hardly breathing, I was dumped on 
the bridle path.” 

“You poor angel,” Jean cried, em¬ 
bracing me. “I know just what you 
need.” 

I could have told her I robbed a 
bank, or shot mv landlord, or fell 
down 2 manhole. She would have 
believed me just as long as I d kept 
my hands otf any other woman. 

I should add, before summarizing 
this important matter, that the thing 
is retroactive, too. If you happen to 
be stretched out in bed. eating some 
fruit and resting, you will often hear 
a dear voice in the darkness say 
softly. “Darling, why did you ever 
go around with that strip-teaser 
seven or eight years ago?’* 

It is natural at this point for a man 
to boast or explain or laughingly re¬ 
count .the details of the past as if 
they meant less than the dust of 
ancient tombs. It is natural for him 
to think that, by a jocular confession 
of past misdeeds, a present rapport 


will be established. Nothing could 
be further from the truth. 

If you played house with a little 
girl in school back in Troy. N.Y. 
never mention it. Say, if you wish, 
that she did vour sums for you. 
or you climbed trees together, or 
that she helped you on your paper 
route. Never let affection enter it. 

The strip-teaser question is a little 
more loaded. Your girl knows per¬ 
fectly well you are no beginner at 
the art of love. It has not taken her 
long to observe that your timing, 
your approach, your studied languor, 
your thoughtfulness and so on are 
the result of education in the sphere 
of amatory dalliance. Just the same 
she does not want you to tell her! 

The normal reaction, here, is to 
chuckle and say. “Well, frankly, she 
was a terribly sexy little bundle and 
I must say that, while she soon be¬ 
came a bore, she was most educating 
for a while.” 

This is sudden death in any bed¬ 
room. Restrain yourself. Do not 
even let memories be stirred. What 
you must answer is something 
utterly remote, like, “April Showerz 
was, oddly, a most frigid woman. 
At the time. I was studying the psy¬ 
chology behind the strip tease and 
April was most accommodating with 
data, being something of a cold in¬ 
tellectual. Rather odd, when you 
think of how many men fancied she 
was a bundle of desire. W'ell. that’s 
how it goes. Actually, it’s slim, deli¬ 
cate women like you who are the 
real fireballs, my love.” 

There is no need to belabor the 
point, but a brief resume may be 
helpful. Women always prefer to be 
deceived about a man’s amatory ad¬ 
ventures or even his thoughts in 
that direction. Women must be de¬ 
ceived about a man’s opinion of or 
desire for any other woman. Women 
will eagerly believe the most com¬ 
plex lies, provided those lies pre¬ 
pare a bed for their egos. A woman 
is insulted and not flattered if you 
tell her the facts about your rela¬ 
tionship with another woman. A 
woman does not want, nor can she 
bear, the truth about the remote past, 
let alone the present. 

In short, a woman believes she is 
your sole occupation in life, as far as 
love goes, and will listen to any wild 
fabrication that proves it. Credo, 
quia absurdum is the creed of a 
mistress. 


THE 

BIG 

TRIflllGLE 


It all began in The Big Water, 
a town so named because some smart 
Indian got there before the tourists, 
trailers, and clam stands. Other than 
this all that remains are the dregs 
of some once well-established fam¬ 
ilies and their native compatriots. 
To be quite frank, it’s a sick, sick 
town. People seem to have this 
thing about hibernating in burrows 
all winter, only to be routed out 
in odd combinations after the thaw 
sets in around April. From then on 
their underground activities are ex¬ 
posed to all the normal aberrants 
from the city. 

I was one of these. My problem 
was that I arrived on the scene too 
late for the proper initiation, or so 
I learned afterwards. The Big Water 
begins to swing after Memorial Day 
week end; it begins to really swarm 
after the Fourth of July. This of 
course being the day of my arrival 
on a Greyhound bus along with 
the horde. Auspicious, you say . . . 
good times ahead for the writer. 
Well, you’re dead wrong. 

The only reason I arrived on the 
Fourth on a Greyhound in The Big 
Water was that I had been stopped 
on the New Hampshire state line for 
speeding without my driver’s license, 
registration or inspection sticker. So 
this benevolent cop drives me to the 
(continued on page 43) 
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FINDING A BEAUTIFUL GIRL WITH BOTH PERSONALITY AND TALENT 
IS NOT AN EASY ASSIGNMENT AND IT BECOMES EVEN MORE OF A CHALL 
ANGE WHEN THE GIRL IS TO GRACE THE PAGES OF GENT. HOWEVER OUR 
LENSMEN ARE A BREED THAT DOES NOT GIVE UP AND SO AFTER MUCH 
TRAVELING AND SEARCHING THEY FOUND DONNA MAGUIRE. DONNA 
HAILS FROM ARIZONA AND IS ONE OF FOUR SISTERS.AFTER MEETING 
DONNA, WE CAN ONLY SAYTAKE US TO YOUR SISTERS." YOU SEE SHE 
SAYS HER SISTERS ARE REALLY BEAUTIFUL WHILE SHE THINKS SHE IS 
RATHER ON THE PLAIN SIDE. 




AS A SECRETARY TO A CONSTRUCTION ENGIN 
EER, DONNA SPENDS OUITE A BIT OF TIME OUT- 
IN THE WIDE OPEN SPACES FOR HER BOSS IN¬ 
SISTS SHE ACCOMPANY HIM ON MANY OF HIS 
FIELD TRIPS . IN THAT WAY HE CAN DICTATE 
HIS LETTERS ON THE GO AND GIVE BOTH HE 
AND DONNA FREE TIME ON THE WEEKENDS . 
DONNA LOVES HER WORK BUT ADMITS TO A DE¬ 
SIRE FOR A FILM OR STAGE CAREER WHEN ASK¬ 
ED ABOUT FORMAL TRAINING , SHE READILLY 
AGREED IT WAS AN ASSET BUT THE ONLY ACTING 
SHE HAD DONE WAS IN A LOCAL SCHOOL PLAY 
MANY YEARS AGO. SHE HAS NO INTENTION OF 
PACKING HER BAG TO MAKE A TRY AT HOLLY¬ 
WOOD, BUT WOULD LIKE TO BE DISCOVERED IN 
HER HOME TOWN BY A ROVING TALEN SCOUT 
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OUR OCTOBER MISS ENJOYS RIDING AND 
CAN BE FOUND EARLY IN THE MORNING 
GALLOPING ACROSS THE DESERT ON HER 
FAVORITE MOUNT NAMED LANCER. A 
TWO- YEAR OLD BAY. 

DONNA ALSO ENJOYS SWIMMING , THE SLOPES 
OF ASPEN, COLORADO AND BOATING AT 
LAKE MEAD. 
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IN SO FAR AS MEN ARE CONCERNED SHE 
IS QUITE EASY TO PLEASE. ALL SHE WANTS 
IS A CONSIDERATE GENTLEMAN WHO LIKES 
THE OUTDOOR LIFE AND HAS A GOOD 
SENSE OF HUMOR .... ANY TAKERS ???????? 



























WHILE DOHHA WAS VISITING IN NEW YORK 
YOUR EDITOR FOUND SHE WAS AN EXCELL¬ 
ENT DANCER, HAS A FINE KNOWLEDGE OF 
WINE ENJOYS COOKING AND LIKES HER 
STEAKS RARE. ALSO, IF OFFERED A TIPP- 
ARILLO, SHE WOULD SAY YES. 






SEX IN THE 
AFTERNOON 
(continued from page 16 ) 

following. On rare occasions this 
causes a little confusion. I have 
found the less popular names to be 
more discreet. I made the mistake 
of registering as John Paul Jones 
and wife once and was besieged by 
interested spectators wishing auto¬ 
graphs and nautical advice. My worst 
time, however, was when I wrote 
down in a moment of actual wor¬ 
ship, Frederic Chopin and wife. (The 
girl was a French-Pole with big hands 
and I thought it appropriate). The 
only hitch was that I had to spend 
most of the afternoon playing the 
Etude in A Major until I was so 
exhausted the most I could do on 
bedding down was to sing a little 
before falling into a sound and, 
to my companion, I imagine, dis¬ 
appointing, slumber. 

I suggest imagination here, but 
caution. 

Then there is the matter of ducking 
in and ducking out. 

While one cannot always be gra¬ 
cious enough to appear legitimate 
and sleep until morn, one can, at 
least, give the place a semblance of 
having been used. 

Before leaving, then I suggest it is 
polite and soothes the feelings of the 
proprietor and any local authorities 
who may be sober and working, if, for 
example, the other bed is well ruffled 
and some bread crumbs and bits of 
chocolate bars well distributed. 

Chairs may be moved about as if 
they had been occupied to read or 
watch television. Little bits of tooth¬ 
paste and shaving cream may be 
left on the glass shelves in the bath¬ 
room to simulate domestic activity. A 
darning needle and some yarn stuck 
somewhere stragetically adds to the 
charming illusion. 

I often leave behind, purposely, a 
very blurred photograph of a woman 
and two small children, whose photo¬ 
graphs I have printed at small ex¬ 
pense by the thousands. It gives the 
stay a tender air the motel man¬ 
ager can use to warm his worried 
heart. 

Walls of most motels are thin 
and sound carries so it is well to be 
as quite as possible under the cir¬ 
cumstances. In fact, in many states, 
the laws against disturbing the peace 
are more stringent than those against 
adultery. However, the real reason for 
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maintaining restraint is the gracious¬ 
ness and good breeding it implies. If 
the participants are usually highly 
vocal in combat possibly some tech¬ 
nique can be employed that deadens 
the noise. In some cases I have 
found myself entangled, not unhap¬ 
pily, with a girl who simply must 
give out with Wagnerian sounds un¬ 
der stimulation. In these cases I 
have found that pulling the blankets 
and sheets over our heads for a few 
minutes does the trick very nicely. 
(Turning the radio or TV on full 
force may help but much of the dia¬ 
logue is distressing and one can 
rarely be at one’s best regarding 
1’amour when someone is bleating 
about acid indigestion or high co¬ 
lonic irritation. 

Sneaking out a couple of hours after 
entering does not really present a 
problem because other occupants as 
well as the owner or manager usually 
think you are off to a bar or are 
going to attend a television quiz 
show to remember old times when the 
whole thing was much more compli¬ 
cated. 

In order, nevertheless, to be on the 
safe side, I suggest one walk out wdth 


his head high and his chest thrown 
out, calling loudly to the girl in¬ 
volved, “This is the last time I’ll 
take you on a business trip. Next 
time you stay home with your 
mother!’’ or some like insult that 
immediately suggests the combat¬ 
ants are well-married. 

Finally, there is the matter of 
clothing. I suppose, in many in¬ 
stances, the whole thing is arranged 
with such a burst of passionate speed 
that clothing is not necessary. How¬ 
ever, I find my companion is usually 
most grateful for the fact that I 
always cany in the trunk of my car 
several sheer nightgowns of the most 
popular sizes, for instance. (Any¬ 
one who takes an unpopular size is 
not likely to be with me). I also 
carry a certain amount of lingerie 
and several pairs of stockings. Stock¬ 
ings have a bad habit of running in 
motels, possibly because of the prev¬ 
alence of knotty pin panelling. Fin¬ 
ally I am well supplied with the bet¬ 
ter colognes and perfumes, slippers 
and gauze masks in case of sudden 
head colds. 

I’m certain this does not cover 
every possible situation but it is a 




beginning. I know there are those 
gauche characters who are simply 
hastily after what they are after and 
take no thought for good manners 
and graciousness. I hope I haveeven 
reached a few of these. They are 
the ones who give motels and love 
a bad name. They are also the 
ones who cause the constable to come 
around knocking at doors. 

Remember, a good lover always 
thinks of his companion first; with 
a husband it is just the opposite. In 
short, do what you will but just 
keep it tidy and quiet. 

Naturally there are other angles, 
other aspects to early P.M. love 
making, but the ones I have dis¬ 
cussed should prove helpful. The 
poets may sing of perfect places 
and perfect times. The poets don’t 
know what they are talking about. 
There is no perfect anything for love. 
There is only good sex and bad 
sex. Those in the know' swear the 
afternoon has a higher batting aver¬ 
age than the rest of the day. 

So do I. 


THE BIG TRIANGLE 
(continued from page 30 ) 


nearest county jail, where I spend 
three days. The fine included all but 
ten dollars of what I had in my 
pocket. I didn’t bother to ask what 
was to become of my car. I do agree 
that the cop had some grounds for 
his actions, considering that I had 
stopped in every bar I had come 
across on my way up from New 
York. And I can’t remember what 
I said to him. Anyway I got on 
the first bus that came through the 
town; it was heading north, a fact I 
hadn’t realized untu the woman I 
sat next to started to give me her 
itinerary. After the first half hour 
of her conversation, the screaming 
children and the transistor radios be¬ 
came too much for me. I got off at 
the next tsop. The Big Water, look¬ 
ing none too fresh in my drip-dry, 
perma-press, no-iron attire. 

I had exactly seven dollars and 
seventy cents in my once brimming 

? ocket; the New Hampshire State 
reasurer had the rest. I was hun¬ 
gry, dirty, and very foolish looking 
in my suit standing in the town 
center on the Fourth of July. I knew 
no one other than the Chief of 
Police who came over to shake hands 
and introduce himself, probably be¬ 


cause of my appearance and rather 
lost look sometimes achieved by 
drug addicts. Ac tnai point I’d had 
enough of the law, so after a pleas¬ 
ant introduction I took leave of him 
and headed down the nearest street. 

This happened to lead to the most 
picturesque spots in The Big Water, 
namely the boardwalk ana beach. 
Here all the dimple-thighed matrons 
languished in the sun while their 
[ children threw sand in their faces. 
Here I sat while they threw sand on 
my triple-decker Dairy Queen Spe¬ 
cial, of which I could afford ten more 
before my money ran out. I was 
pondering the problem of no friends, 
no money, and no transportation 
when luckily I was distracted. 

Two girls, one very pretty and the 
other very handsome, like a pretty 
man, were attempting to drive their 
Rolls-Royce over the boardwalk into 
the sea. This was what I considered 
a pleasant diversion. I wished them 
well and waved them on. 

“She wants to drown us,’’ wailed 
the pretty one from the depths of a 
mink covered cushion. 

“It’s the only solution,’’ snorted 
the one at the wheel. “I can’t live 
without her.*’ 

“You’ve ruined my life!’’ 

“Your problem is that you sell 
yourself too cheaply,’’ was the jaded 
reply from the steering wheel. She 
reached into the back seat and jerked 
out a half empty bottle from a half 
empty case of scotch. Swigging some 
she mumbled something aoout hav¬ 
ing one for the sea. 

This dramatic inebriation coming 
from such a hard-boiled creature was 
a little hard to take. The pretty one 
I liked; I guess I have to admit I 
resented the other one. She was 
vicious. I could sense that she was 
none too fond of me for interfering 
with the scene she had obviously 
planned for her afternoon’s entertain¬ 
ment. I was also sure that this type 
of thing went on all the time be¬ 
tween these two. But as I said, I 
liked the pretty one. At least there 
was nothing to the nine-to-five rou¬ 
tine about their habits. I was more 
than a little interested. 

“What are your plans?’’ asked 
the steering wheel superciliously. 

“Don’t make him leave,’’ came 
plaintively from the pillow. 

The last statement encouraged me 
ever so slightly. I opened the door 
pushed the handsome one over, and 
started over the dunes onto the board¬ 


walk. Driving a Rolls-Royce, an air- 
conditioned one on a beach in July 
does give one a feeling of superiority' 
and independence. Mink covered 
cushions add to this feeling. 

I was a little surprised that there 
hadn’t been immediate repercussions 
involving a visit from the Chief, 
but he waived gaily as we passed 
through the town center. 

“Where to?’’ I asked. 

“Stop here,’’ said the handsome 
one, “This vehicle needs a chau¬ 
ffeur like you, for kicks if nothing 
else.” 

I must say the idea intrigued me 
and I said okay. 

“We’ll be back for you in a hour,*’ 
she said, depositing me in front of 
the Baptist Church. I got a wan smile 
from her friend. 

I sat on a stone wall adjacent and 
listened to three selections from the 
automatic chimes that played every 
hour on the hour. I began to ask 
myself why, oh why had I gotten 
myself into such an awkward situa¬ 
tion. I was an average guy who had 
a better than average job and had 
a better than average time. Up until 
two weeks ago. I got fed up, stayed 
in bed for ten days and then started 
to drive, without any intention of 
going anywhere and this was the 
result. 

A rather plump and wind-blown 
lady in worn-out tennis shoes sat 
down in the shade beside me. I 
nodded to her, she stared blankly and 
opened her local newspaper. Having 
nothing better to do, i glanced over 
her shoulders. .She frowned and 
turned away, but I had seen enough. 
A large photograph in the center 
of the front page. Two very familiar 
faces —rather embarrassedly receiv¬ 
ing a rum cake raffled off by Brownie 
Troop No. 67 in the local super¬ 
market—Leona Marvel and Caroline 
Crump. Leona Marvel was a dread¬ 
ful name, but it suited her. It told 
me about as much about her as did 
the expression in her eyes. Nothing. 
But her parents’ meant well and it 
might be considered verging on 
camp. 

“Mercy, you’re still here,’’ she 
stopped in a cloud of dust. 

“It’s your eyes,” I murmured in 
what I hopea was my operator’s 
voice, “I must find out what’s be¬ 
hind them. It can be a very nice 
world, you know.” 

Pure relationships are the thing, 
growled her friena, “get in and 
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drive.” “Here's your hat, and we’re 
calling you Bruce—you’re to live in 
the attic and appear for cocktails 
promptly at seven.” 

“It won’t be so bad,” consoled 
Leona, “sometimes I spend two or 
three days at a time up there.” 

“You’ll make it bearable. I’m 
sure,” was my soothing reply. 

“Cut the crap, friend,” said Caro¬ 
line,” I want no hanky-panky be¬ 
tween you and this bitch.’ 

Feeling obligated to pacify this 
poison mouth I asked where to and 
headed up a steep hill, stopping be¬ 
fore what must have been pure ex¬ 
travagance on Caroline’s forebears’ 
part. The house appeared to be un¬ 
inhabited and untended—obviously 
no one gave a damn. 

“Tomorrow you’ll get three shirts 
with your name embroidered on the 
pockets,” she said icily. “You must 
wear your hat from ten in the morn¬ 
ing ‘til seven in the evening”. 

I sighed, Leona smiled sympa¬ 
thetically and the three of us 
marched into the house. It was 
exactly as it should have been. 
There was slight disorder caused by 
a magnificent array of empty bot¬ 
tles, broken glasses, overflowing ash 
trays and clothes strewn haphaz¬ 
ardly around on furniture. I won¬ 
dered how a sweet girl as Leona 
could live in such squalor. 

She was a bright girl, I figured, 
so it had to be just a stage. I de¬ 
cided that I was the one to save 
her from the fate of her friend. To 
be frank, I can’t quite keep up with 
her type in general. They’re just 
too sincere. Tneir long hair tickles 
my nose and their army-navy at¬ 
tire is a bit much. But she was 
sweet—and those eyes! 

Obviously Caroline was trying to 
put me down for her own amuse¬ 
ment. She was trying her hardest 
to convince the sweet thing of the 
“purer relationship”. I was deter¬ 
mined to show her how interesting 
an impure one could be. Proximity 
and empathy have always rated 
high on my list of tactics. 

Caroline wasn’t letting anyone 
near her little friend. Actually I found 
it most unflattering that she under¬ 
estimated my virility and charms. 
But that was why she was the way 
she was. And that was why I was 
convinced that Leona was the way 
she was. 

The attic was really the third 
floor and not like the general run 
of attics. I was sappy enough to 
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"...AND DON'T WORRY, JIMMY SAYS HE HAS A 
GREAT DEAL OF RESPECT FOR A BROAD LIKE ME " 


consider myself lucky to have what tunity to see what constituted a 
once was Leona’s. I was beginning Big Water party. It certainly was 
to think I’d fallen hard for her. interesting. The first floor was 
Anyway I don’t give up easily. overflowing with forty-year old 
“Leona,” I asked hesitantly, “wh^ women trying to look twenty-three, 
don’t we do something tonight?^ dirty old men, dirty old young men. 
She looked startled. “Oh, no! pretty young men, and esthetic 
Never! she’d cut off my allowance young girls, none like Leona though, 
and then where would I be.” These were the people who never 

“With me.” did anything and talked about do- 

Maybe I was wrong, but I thought ing constantly. I was bored after 

she seemed a little sad. the first half hour, but fascinated 

“Besides there’s a party every too. 
night and I’m supposed to be here. ’ It was all pleasant enough for the 
‘Why don’t you do what you first couple of hours, but two cases 

want to do for a change?” I asked. of scotch can alter the most stable 

“I want what she wants ... at of personalities and most of these 

least I think I do.” were anything but that. By the 

“It’s about time you know what fourth case objects were flying 

you want ... I do,” I said. I was through the air. “My God! I 

irritated because I was beginning to thought, “this goes on every night! 

think that she’d already been con- Leona remained serene through 
vinced. “This is no way to live!” I the whole evening. Having had 

was almost shouting at this point. nothing to eat all day except a 

She gave me a puzzled look and gritty Dairy Queen Special, I was 

walked away. beginning to feel a little faint. Nat- 

I didn’t see her again until that urally forty-year old women trying 

evening when I appeared for cock- to look twenty - three, dirty old 

tails, sans cap. According to Caro- men, dirty old young men, and es- 

line’s plans I was 1 to act as house peciall >retty \ < ang men and es- 

boy. This didn’t exactly suit my thetic ung girls gorge only in 
plans, but at least I had the oppor- (continued on page 49) 




WHEN THE RED LIGHTS 
BURNED BRIGHT 
( conojiued from page 13) 


here at, say, eleven o’clock. I have a 
small bachelor flat fixed up behind 
my office. We have a few drinks, in 
a pleasant, relaxed atmosphere. It’s 
all very civilized. I’m easy to get 
along with, and the girl can raid 
the icebox or watch the Late Show 
if she isn’t sleepy when I am. She 
spends the night in a big Hollywood 
bed. On the bed table in the morning 
she finds one hundred dollars in crisp 
bills. Then the girl who sent her tells 
her all the men are like me, and the 
girl’s hooked.” 

I told him about the call girls I’d 
seen coming into the bar the night 
before. They all seemed so happy, I 
said. What was all this jazz I’d read 
about call girls being emotionally 
disturbed, suicide-prone and deeply 
unhappy? 

He chuckled. "You should see one 
in the morning or early afternoon,” 
he said. "They’rethat way then. What 
a call girl wants out of life is the 
luxury, the drinks, the night clubs, 
the clothes, the money, the sociabil¬ 
ity. Above all, she hates being alone. 
When you see a call girl stepping 
into a restaurant on a new call, you 
see her at the peak moment of her 
day. She is about to get—briefly—all 
she wants in life. It’s no wonder she 
looks radiant then. But later...” 

I explained I wanted to talk to a 
call girl without spending money 
and he promised to find the right 
place for me. A few days later, he 
phoned. "I think I’ve got it,” he 
said. ”It’s on the West Side, so the 
girls won’t be so snooty. It’s in a 
hotel where labor racketeers and 
cloak-and-suiters have taken over 
the bar. So have the girls. You 
should find plenty of conversation.” 

So off I went again. It was like he 
said. A run-down Broadway hotel 
with a name vaguely familiar to all 
New Yorkers. Now a glossy bar had 
been added. It looked like a shiny 
new set of false teeth in a battered 
old face, but there it was and I went 
in. 

My, my, so this was sin! Once 
more it was midnight, but the place 
wasn’t as crowded as the other bar 
had been. There were girls sitting 
around here and the doctor who said 
they wouldn’t look expensive was off 
his Park Avenue rocker. They all 
seemed tall, aloof and very, very 
snazzy. 

Except one—she was small, stream¬ 
lined, Broadwayish. A while back 
you’d have called her a chorus girl 
type. Only the fashion in chorus girls 


has changed to angular, flat-chested 
ballet dancers. Nowadays you’d say 
this one was a call-girl type—and 
be so right. 

She sat at the bar, silver blonde 
hair a tight cap on a pert head. On 
one side of her was an empty leather- 
topped stool. On the other was the 
fattest guy I’d ever seen. 

He was no guy I’d want to tangle 
with, yet he seemed to have turned 
his meaty back on the chick I liked. 
Now he gave a thunderous bellow 
of laughter and hugged the svelte 
beauty on the other side of him. It 
looked safe. I moved in on the empty 
stool. 

"Like a drink?” I asked the bright 
little blonde. She looked me over 
carefully and said, "Sure.” At the 
doorway I’d figured her to be about 
eighteen but close-up she looked twen¬ 
ty. A few lines around her eyes, and 
the eyes themselves, said that in 
those twnety years she’d lived about 
fifty. 

"A stinger, Ray,” she called to the 
bartender. I ordered a rye and we 
were off on the mad adventure. 

"What’s your name?” I wanted to 
know. 


"Kim,” she told me. 

"That’s original,” I said. "Kim 
Novak, Kim Stanley, and all those 
others.” 

"I spell mine different Two m’s. 



It was my turn to look her over 
carefully. She might be kidding, and 
she might not I decided she wasn't 
She was Kimm, all right I took a 
fast gulp of drink. 

How do you proposition a call 
girl? Do you wait, ply her with 
drinks, make a discreet play? Or do 
you barge right into the bargain¬ 
ing? No one had ever told me. I 
remembered one night in a southern 
town a girl had come up to me and 
said, "You sportin’ tonight hon?” 
Maybe that was the thing to say. 

"You sportin’ tonight hon?” I 
asked. 

She looked at me levelly, two know¬ 
ing eyes over the thin edge of the 


stinger glass. 

"I got what you want have you 
got what I want?” she asked flatly. 

I ran a mind’s eye quickly over my 
physical attributes. Then it hit me 
what she had in mind. Stilt I had to 
make sure. "What d’you mean?” 

"Money. I come high. Think 
you've got it?” 

I could tell by her eyes she didn’t 
think so. That made it unanimous. 

I knew I didn’t—and even if I did, 

I wouldn’t. 

"How much?” 

"Fifty dollars. I’m worth it too.” 

The comer of my eye told me again 
she wasn i exaggerating. 

"Like I say,”.she repeated, "I’m 
worth it” 

"But for how long?*’ 

"An hour.” 

There were no surprises in this 
script. Price, time, just what we’ve 
all heard. But I had to play this 
along—get a story, get back, the 
mighty Swope had said. Right now, 

I was getting the story. 

"But suppose,” I said, groping, 

" I want more than an hour.” 

"Anything over an hour’s a hun¬ 
dred bucks,” she stated with crisp 
finality. Then in an effort to seem 
friendly and nice, she added, "Ifyou 
pay one hundred. I’ll stay with you 
all night.” 

"Well, that’s fine,” I said. Ilooked 
at the two half-finished drinks on the 
bar in front of us. "Can we take the 
drinks upstairs with us?” 

"Oh, I wouldn’t stay in this crum¬ 
my hotel,” she announced, and she 
named a Fifth Avenue hotel about 
half-a-rung below the Waldorf in 
expense and exclusiveness. "You 
take a double room, so there won’t 
be any trouble with the house law. 
You phone me the room number, 
and I rush right over and join you.” 

My surprise was lost in outrage. 
"Why a double room in that hotel 
costs twenty or thirty dollars. It’s 
the same whether you stay an hour 
or a night That on top of the money 
I give you, makes almost one hun¬ 
dred for an hour, a hundred and fifty 
for the night” 

"You can stay all night in the 
room,” she pointed out "All my 
johns do it” She finished off primly, 
" I don’t go with guys got a complex 
against spending.” 

All too rapidly it was becoming 
evident that I had just such a com¬ 
plex. I could see her interest in me 
fading. 

I decided to beguile. "Look, 
Kimm,” I said. "It happens I’m a 
guy with plenty of time. For me after¬ 
noons are as good as nights. May¬ 
be we could get together some after¬ 
noon, at my apartment” 

















Suspicion flared up in her eyes. 
This was something new, something 
she didn’t understand. Her voice rose 
and in its shrillness you could detect 
the fears and tensions of an under¬ 
privileged childhood. 

"Say, What are you?” she demand¬ 
ed. "I work legitimate and I come 
high, but I’m worth it, like I say. 
You tryin’ to buzz me?” 

"No, no,” I said. "Keep your hat 
on.” I couldn’t think of anything 
more to say, so I reached over and 
grabbed a matchbox standing ver¬ 
tically in an ashtray. I tore it off 
close to the sulphur base. " Just write 
a phone number on this,” I said, 
handing her the flap. "In lipstick, 
any number. I’ll give you mine.” 

She pushed off the stool, glaring. 
Now she looked cute, as angry as a 
tormented kitten. "Look, you,” she 
said tightly. "You’re strictly Stand- 
ups ville with me. You better travel 
out of here. You’re a wise guy, the 
kind brings nothing but trouble.” 

On her other side the massive man 
heard the fury in her tones and 
heaved his enormous bulk around. 

" This guy givin’ you aggravation, 
doll?” he rumbled. 

This guy wasn’t I was already off 
the barstooL, in my coat and out 
the door. I shoved the matchbox 
cover into my pocket It was a sou¬ 
venir of an evening, no more. 

... Two nights spent in quest of a 
call girl. I’d talked to one, seen 
about twenty. That would seem to be 
enough. There was only the match¬ 
box cover—a matter of honor now. 

Next day it was cocktails with 
my literary agent All writers have 
them, and mine was something. My 
agent is a woman, big, loud and 
overwhelming. With her I’m always 
reminded of Bertha Cool in the Erie 
Stanley Gardner stories. But my 
agent is as sharp as Bertha Cool 
where money is concerned. There¬ 
fore, a good agent. 

We always meet at a certain hotel 
where the bar looks over into Cen¬ 
tral Park. There my agent is well 
known enough to receive a stream of 
business calls. Today, as usual, we 
sat against the wall of the room while 
she told me what was the matter with 
me in terms as subtle as the roar of 
a bull. Why don’t you write for TV 
instead of magazines? she demanded, 
in full diapson. Why don’t you quit 
writing about call girls and special¬ 
ize in science? This is tiie jet age, the 
sex age is dead. 

It’s a popular bar and sitting down 
I was wedged beside a very pretty 
girl. She sat with an Ivy League 
type who seemed to be half stoned. 
He kept ordering drinks for himself 
alone. I noted that once the girl 


peered into her bag, as if to make 
sure she had enough money to meet 
the check. 

The two had nothing to say to each 
other, and I knew they were listening 
to my agent belabor me. But the 
girl was so pretty I didn’t care. 

Out of the comer of my eye I saw 
the Ivy Leaguer undertake a weav¬ 
ing trip to the men’s room. Just then 
my agent was summoned to one of 
her many phone calls. I sat back 
against the upholstery so close to the 
girl that our knees seemed to touch. 
Or had she moved closer to me so 
that they would touch warmly? Won¬ 
der of wonders* she had. 

"I’d rather be talking to you,” I 
said as an opener. 

She swung shining eyes to me, un¬ 
der little-boy bangs. "Would you?” 
she queried. "Well, I don’t do this 
too often. But I know all about you 
from listening to that loud woman 
talk. I know you’re okay. You can 
see me any time. Here’s my card, 
call me.” 

As she said it her eyes narrowed. 
Suddenly she looked like the blonde 
of the night before. "But it’s busi¬ 
ness, you know,” she said. 

"Sure, I know.” Right now every 
girl in New York seemed like a call 
girl to me. I looked at the card. 
Dyllis, her name was. Kimm and 
Dyllis. They sure went in for fancy 


names. I had a quick, mad image of 
a legion of pretty girls biting pencils 
while they maneuvered letters of the 
alphabet into names like Kimm and 
Dyllis. 

Her address was on the West Side, 
an agreeable surprise. "I’m justhere 
from Chicago,” she explained. "I’ve 
got the names of lots of older men 
from the conventions out there. But 
I’m trying to contact some younger 
ones, like you and this jerk I’m 
with. I’m making him a business 
proposition to take me to a Yale 
prom. I wouldn’t do anything wrong 
up there, but I’d meet a lot of rich 
young guys and when they come to 
New York...” 

I handed back her card, and for 
a moment she looked hurt, as if it 
was a rebuff. "It’s not that,” I said. 

I took a matchbox and tore the 
cover off. "Write your phone num¬ 
ber on that instead,” I said. "Make 
it in lipstick, so it smudges.” She 
was a good sport and she did it 
Eyes round and pleased, she handed 
it back to me. 

"You’ll call?” she asked. 

My nod went up, down and side 
ways. Yes and again No, it said. 
Darling Dyllis, make of it what you 
will, take it as you like. I had the 
matchbox cover, and I could have 
the gal. I’d got the story. Getting 
back—that was simple. 



“ BUT I DON’T UNDERSTAND RALPH. HOW COME AFTER ALL THESE 
MONTHS, YOU SUDDENLY DECIDE YOUR'E NOT GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME” 
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THE BIG TRIANGLE 
(continued from page 44) 


private. There was no sign of food. 
Only more scotch and after five 
douoles, I didn't find it too appeal* 
ing. 

What I had in mind was a little 
peace and a pastrami sandwich. 
Sandwiches are not my chef 
d’oeuvre* so naturally I called upon 
Leona. Being the sweet thing she 
wa$, she readily accepted her call 
to duty. 

Then it really began. We were in 
the kitchen putting mustard on lye. 
What* I ask you* could be more 
innocent. 

“One hell of a lot," yelled Caro¬ 
line. 

“Buzz off,” was the most tactful 
reply I could come up with. I was 
tired, hungry and bored with this 
whole routine* a. I wanted was 
Leona and a e peace. The nine- 
to-five routin. was beginning to 
look pretty good again, but only if 
she came along. 

“Look* Leona*’* I said* I’m be¬ 
ginning to think if I put up with 
any more of this* I’m the saint* 
not you.’* The girl might be a little 
mixed up, but I was sure that we 
had something going. 

Caroline couldn’t quite compre¬ 
hend the situation* but I could see 
that she was set for some action* 
the results of which I’d seen the 
minute I’d walked in the place. 
Just as I had thought* two scotch 
bottles were hurled across the room. 
What she was aiming at remains a 
mystery. Most of the damage was 
done purely for effect* I’m sure. 
Caroline wasn’t so bad. She was 
just vicious* aging, and an alco¬ 
holic. She also considered me her 
only competition. And this was seri¬ 
ous in that her tactics were a bit 
blurred by this time in the evening. 
She attacked indirectly through Le¬ 
ona — my most vulnerable spot. The 
vituperation was such that it even 
made me blush* and I would hate 
to see it in print. 

The mustard was the next thing 
to fly across the room. I decided it 
was time I did something to placate 
Caroline. The wooden mallet she 
held in her hand was the kind of 
object that really does produce per¬ 
manent results. 

The question now was whether I 
valued my life or Leona’s more. 


Being sentimental Leona’s natural¬ 
ly won out. Someday there might 
be a ballad written about me. That 
was my only consolation. 

Now, I have never been called the 
cowardly type, just as on the other 
hand I have seldom been described 
as brave as a lion. Actually, if 1 
had had to face Caroline, honey, on 
my own I’m pretty sure I would have 
run away. I just hate to tangle with 
women except in the nicest way. 

Anyway, there I was facing this 
mad-drunk lez armed with a mallet 
in her not-so-tiny hand. “I*m going 
to get you,** she kept saying, and I 
have no doubt that she meant it. 

The mallet came swinging at my 
head. I ducked and made a tentat¬ 
ive jab at Caroline's jaw just the 
way I*d seen Errol Flynn do it in 
the great flick, “Gentleman Jim.** 

It almost connected, but not quite, 
then the mallet came swinging back 
at my head. It missed the skull and 
landed on my shoulder with a crunch 
that quick-froze my right arm all 
the way down to the fingertips. Up 
until that moment I hadn't really 
taken the situation seriously. Oh, 
sure, I was confronted with a wild- 
woman, but I had seen wild women 
before then. The rap on the shoul¬ 
der made me realize that this luna¬ 
tic broad intended to kill me if she 
could. While I was trying to decide 
how to meet the challenge to my life 
and future happiness, Caroline came 
on strong again with the mallet. I 
tried to get out of the way, but she 
got me again in the sick shoulder, 
then got me square in the chest- 
right over the heart—with a backhand 
swing. Leona started to scream and, 
frankly, I don't blame her. 

I kicked Caroline in the ankle.lt 
didn't stop her one bit. I tried for 
another kick and missed. But old 
Caroline didn't miss. Later I dis¬ 
covered that she was a whiz at polo. 
The mallet clunked solidly against 
the side of my head and, as those 
old mystery writers used to say af¬ 
ter the hero was conked on the head 
“I felt myself spinning downward 
into a bottomless pit." I didn't get 
any lower than the floor, naturally, 
but it was far enough, because when 
I shook some of the cobwebs out of 
my skull and the birds stopped sing¬ 
ing and I opened my eyes, the first 
thing I saw was Caroline rising up 
on the bails of her feet to deliver 
the fatal blow. I tried to foil out 
of the way and didn't make it. Well, 


goodbye world, I thought, and closed 
my eyes. 

I waited for the blow that didn't 
come. Instead, there was a sound 
of smashing glass and the dull, flat 
smack of a heavy body hitting the 
floor. I opened my eyes and there 
was Caroline, quite unconscious be¬ 
side me. Standing over us both, her 
eyes full of tears, was Leona. She 
was holding the neck of a bottle in 
her hand. She had come to the mom¬ 
ent of truth* she had belted Carol¬ 
ine over the head, she was poor ag¬ 
ain. Poor but free. 

Well, I can tell you we got out of 
The Big Water as fast as a rented 
car would take us. We lifted poor 
Caroline onto a couch, put a cold tow 
el on her head, and hoped for the 
best. I guess she must have come 
out of it all right. Anyway, Leona 
and I have never seen our pictures 
in the post office. Everything has 
turned out fine. I've even gone back 
to work. 
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MISS DIANA CAYETTE IS. OF ALL THINGS, A FRENCH CANADIAN NATIONALIST AND. NOW. WE CAN SAY THAT WE HAVE SEEN 
JUST ABOUT EVERYTHING. DIANA IS CERTAINLY ONE OF THE MOST INTERESTING GIRLS EVER TO GRACE THE OFFICES AT 
“GENT.” TRY TO REMEMBER, THOUGH, THAT UNLESS YOU WANT TO GET ON DIANA S BAD SIDE RIGHT AWAY. YOU'D BETTER 
GET AT LEAST SOME OF THE FACTS STRAIGHT. WE ALL KNOW THAT THE FRENCH COLONIZED CANADA. THEN THE BRITISH 
CAME ALONG AND TOOK IT AWAY FROM THEM. THEY'VE BEEN MAD EVER SINCE AND NOW THEY WANT SOME OF IT BACK 
MOSTLY THE PART THEY WANT BACK IS QUEBEC WHICH. LIKE DIANA HERSELF. IS MORE FRENCH THAN THE FRENCH. LIKE 
WE SAID. YOU HAVE TO KNOW YOUR CANADIAN HISTORY OR BE WILLING TO LEARN ACTUALLY. DIANA IS A WONDERFUL WAY 

















TO GO ABOUT IT. AS A TEACHER SHE IS 
MILLIONS OF LIGHT YEARS MORE INTER¬ 
ESTING THAN ANY SCHOOLMARM WE HAVE 
EVER KNOWN. NOW BASED IN SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA. DIANA GETS AROUND THE 
COUNTRY A GREAT DEAL. HER PRIDE AND 
JOY IS A SWINGING FASTBACK SHE CALLS 
‘ CHARGER.’’ (HER UNCLE ALBERT ONCE 
OWNED A RACEHORSE OF THE SAME NAME). 
DIANA LOVES MODELING. BUT SHE SAYS 
SHE WOULD DO IT ANYWAY-FOR THE LOOT. 
NOT FOR HERSELF, OF COURSE, BUT FOR 
‘THE CAUSE.” THAT’S WHY SHE LEFT HER 
HOMETOWN. THREE RIVERS, QUEBEC, TO 
GO TO MONTREAL, THE MOST “IN” CITY 
IN CANADA. BUT EVEN MONTREAL DIDN’T 
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HAVE ENOUGH MODELING WORK TO KEEP 
HER BUSY. THAT’S WHY SHE CAME SOUTH 
OF THE BORDER TO LOS ANGELES. WHERE 
SHE CLICKED AS A MODEL RIGHT AWAY. 
DIANA SAYS SHE LIKES HAVING A "CAUSE" 
BUT SHE ALSO INTENDSTO KEEP IT IN PRO¬ 
PORTION TO THE REST OF HER LIFE. RE¬ 
TAINING A SENSE OF HUMOR IS VERY IM¬ 
PORTANT TO HER. DIANA SAYS SHE IS ALL 
FOR GIVING QUEBEC INDEPENDENCE. OR 
SEMI INDEPENDENCE, BUT SHE IS DEFIN¬ 
ITELY THE PEACEFUL TYPE. SHE IS AB 
SOLUTELY, TOTALLY, UTTERLY AGAINST 
ANY FORM OF VIOLENCE. IF IT CAN’T BE 
DONE BY MEANS OF PRESS RELEASES AND 
PUBLIC INFORMATION CAMPAIGNS, THEN 
SHE DOESN’T WANT IT DONE AT ALL. SHE 



















DOESN'T BELONG TO ANY SORT OF FORMAL POLITICAL ORGANIZATION BECAUSE SHE FEELS THAT IS ONE OF THE SUREST 
WAYS TO LOSE HER INDEPENDENCE. DESPITE HER FRENCH BACKGROUND DIANA IS COMPLETELY Bl LINGUAL YOU WOULD 
PROBABLY TAKE HER FOR ANY OTHER GORGEOUS AMERICAN GIRL IF IT WERE NOT FOR THE SLIGHT AND COMPLETELY DE 
LIGHTFUL FRENCH ACCENT THAT COMES THROUGH WHEN SHE BECOMES EXCITED ABOUT SOMETHING LIKE WHEN WE BEGGED 
OFF TAKING SIDES. ONE WAY OR ANOTHER. IN THIS BRITISH-FRENCH BIT. DIANA SCOLDED US SEVERELY BUT GOOD NATURED 
LY. "OH. YOU AMERICANS. " SHE SAID. "YOU HAVE HAD YOUR FREEDOM SO LONG YOU FORGET WHAT IT'S LIKE TO BE WITH 








OUT IT." AND WITH A WILD BURST OF ENTHUSIASM 
THAT ALMOST HAD US ENLISTING IN THE FREE QUE¬ 
BEC” MOVEMENT (BUT NOT QUITE), DIANA LECTURED 
US ABOUT LEXINGTON AND CONCORD, AND ALL THAT 
HIGH SCHOOL STUFF. SHE RELAXED WHEN WE TOLD 
HER WE’D THINK ABOUT IT. WHEN WE FINALLY GOT 
HER OFF THE POLITICAL KICK, SHE ADMITTED THAT 





AT HEART SHE IS A PRETTY COOL CHICK. 
SHE LOVES SURFING, AND THE ONLY COM¬ 
PLAINT SHE HAS AGAINST CANADA IS THAT 
THE SEA UP THERE IS SO COLD. PRESSED 
EVEN FURTHER, SHE ADMITS THAT SHE IS 
NOT AT ALL SURE THAT SHE’LL EVER GO 
BACK HOME EXCEPT FOR VACATIONS. IF 
THIS SOUNDS A LITTLE LIKE TREASON, LET 
US MAKE THE MOST OF IT. 
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MEN 

OF 

DISTINCTION 


The Post Beatnik (right) Same as 
Old Beatnik but has abandoned 
draggy attitude of 1950's. Now 
comes out strong for causes-- 
Legalize Pot f The Tim Leary 
Fund, The League for Sexual 
Freedom. Last cause is his fav¬ 
orite. A big favorite with run¬ 
away girls. Doesn’t use Dial. 
V/isnes everybody didn’t. Not 
“kissable" by normal standards — 
yet makes out like a bandit. 
The Vfhat f s Happening Mon (left) 
All the breathless ladies’ mags 
have profiled this guy. Couldn t 
be more in tune with the Swing¬ 
ing Sixties. Been to all the fN 
schools, knows all the IN people . 
Once put down Vfilliam Buckley 
in an after dinner debate. Bit 
of a faker, but the girls think 
he’s dreamy. Hates to bed down 
out of his class, but he has dall¬ 
ied with waitresses who were-- 
in his words--“delicious.” 


MAKE - OUT DEPT. 




m. 


The Backer (riqht) Contrary to 
rumor , this rather dated beddy 
boy is still very much w/ us. 
A modern variation of ' ‘Sugar 
Daddy" and “Stage Door Johnny. 
The subject of at least a mill¬ 
ion cartoons f he loves the Pepsi 
Generation but won’t join it. All 
his jackets are cleverly cut to 
hide slight pot. Known as a back 
er of plays , coffee shops, and 
art movies, what he likes best 
is to back girls into corners. A 
lot of girls let him. 

The Natural Man (left) Loves old 
Brando and Anthony Quinn mov¬ 
ies. Girls love or hate this guy. 
Big favorite with well-bred wom¬ 
en undergoing psychoanalysis. 
Heavy eguipment operator. Is 
proud that he earns more than 
lousy college profs. Thinks any¬ 
body who reads a lot is a dirty 
Commie. Puts on striped T-shirt 
on Sundays and holidays. Says 
the way to cure neurosis is to 
beat it out of them. 
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THE TEXAN &. 


THE IRON VIRGIN 


BRAM STOKER 


MY WIFE AND I, IN THE SECOND WEEK OF OUR HONEYMOON, NATURALLY WANTED SOME¬ 
ONE ELSE TO TAKE THE EDGE OFF THAT FIRST AWFUL BOREDOM THAT HAPPENS TO THE 
BEST OF HONEYMOONS, SO WHEN THAT NICE LOUDMOUTH TOURIST TYCOON. ELIAS PITT 

HUTCHESON. FROM ISTHMIAN CITY, MAPLE TREE COUNTY. STATE OF TEXAS, TURNED UP 
AT THE RAILROAD STATION IN FRANKFORT. AND CASUALLY REMARKED THAT SO MUCH 

TRAVELING ALONE WAS DEADLY DULL, WE TOOK THE HINT AND SUGGESTED THAT WE 
JOIN FORCES. 

ANYWAY, THAT WAS HOW WE HAPPENED TO BE TRAVELING WITH ELIAS P. HUTCHESON. 
WE LIKED HIM WELL ENOUGH, BUT EVEN IF WE HADN’T LiKED HIM WE WOULD HAVE BEEN 
GLAD HE HAD COME ALONG. WITH'HUTCHESON TO ACT AS A SORT OF FOIL, AMELIA AND 
I FOUND THAT INSTEAD OF QUARRELING, AS WE HAD BEEN DOING. WE NOW TOOK EVERY 
OPPORTUNITY TO BEHAVE LIKE TRADITIONAL HONEYMOONERS. AMELIA DECLARES THAT 
EVER SINCE SHE HAS, AS THE RESULT OF THAT EXPERIENCE, ADVISED ALL HER FRIENDS 
TO TAKE A FRIEND ALONG ON THE HONEYMOON. 

AFTER FRANKFORT, WE WENT TO NURNBERG. WE “DID” THE CITY LIKE GOOD AMER¬ 
ICAN TOURISTS. TO TOP OFF OUR VISIT, WE ^EPT OUR VISIT TO THE FAMOUS TORTURE 
TOWER UNTIL LAST. LOTS OF NICE TOURISTS DO THAT. 


The Torture Tower is on a rock 
dominating the town, and an im¬ 
mensely deep ditch guards it on the 
northern side. The ditch has not 
been used for centuries, and now its 
base is spread with tea gardens and 
orchards. As we wandered round the 
wall, in the hot July sunshine, we 
paused to admire the great plain 
covered with towns and villages and 
bounded with a blue line of hills, 
like a landscape by Claude Lorraine. 

The Torture Tower was, and is, per¬ 
haps, the most interesting place in 
the city. For centuries the Iron Vir¬ 
gin of Numberg has been handed 
down as an instance of the cruelty 
of which man is capable; we had 
looked forward to seeing it; and here 
at last was its home. 

We leaned over the wall of the 
moat and looked down. The garden 
was fifty or sixty feet below us; the 
sun pouring into it with an intense, 
moveless heat like an oven. Beyond: 
the grey, grim wall of endless height. 
Trees and bushes crowned the wall. 
The sun was hot and we were lazy; 
time was our own, leaning on the- 
wall. 

Just below us was a great black 
cat lying stretched in the sun; round 
her frisked a tiny black kitten. The 
mother cat would wave her tail for 
the kitten to play with, or would raise 
her feet and push away. They were 
just at the foot of the wall. Elias 
P. Hutcheson stopped and picked 
up a moderate sized pebble. 

“Oh, be careful/ said my wife; 
“You might hit the little thing!” 

“Not me,” said Elias P. He leaned 
over and held his arm out at full 
length and dropped the stone. Prob¬ 
ably the wall was not plumb but 
sloped to its base; the stone fell with 
a sickening thud that came up to us 
through the hot air, right on the kit¬ 
ten’s head, and shattered out its 
brains then and there. The black cat 
cast a swift upward glance, and we 
saw her eyes like green fire fixed for 
an instant on Elias P. Hutcheson. 
Then her attention went back to 
the kitten, licking its wound and 
moaning. Suddenly she seemed to 
realize that it was dead, and again 
threw her eyes up at us. I will never 
forget the sight. Her green eyes 
blazed with lurid fire and the white 
sharp teeth seemed to almost shine 
through the blood which dabbled her 
mouth and whiskers. She gnashed her 
teeth, and her claws stood out stark 
and at full length on every paw. 
Then she made a wild rush up the 


wall as if to reach us. She fell on 
the kitten, and rose with her black 
fur smeared with its brains and blood. 
Amelia turned, and I had to lift 
her back from the wall. Then I went 
back to Hutcheson, who stood with¬ 
out moving, looking down at the 
angry cat below. 

As I joined him, he said: “Poor 
little, thing. I wouldn’t have had 
such a thing happen for a thousand!” 

He went over to Amelia and apolo¬ 
gized profusely and she said she 
quite understood that it was an ac¬ 
cident. Then we all went to the wall 
again and looked over. 

“You should be careful,” Amelia 
said, womanlike. “That animal — 
her eyes look like positive murder.” 

Elias P. laughed. “Excuse me,” 
he said. 

When the cat heard him laugh, 
her whole demeanour seemed to 
change. She no longer tried to jump 
or run up the wall, but went quietly 
over beside the dead kitten, began 
to lick and fondle it as though it 
were alive. 

Every now and then we looked 
over the wall and each time saw the 
cat following us. At first she had kept 
going back to the dead kitten, and 
then as the distance grew greater took 
it in her mouth and followed us that 
way. After a while, however, she 
abandoned this: we saw her following 
all alone. She had evidently hidden 
the body somewhere. Amelia’s alarm 
grew at the cat’s persistence. More 
than once she repeated her warning. 
But Elias P. just laughed until fin¬ 
ally, seeing that she was beginning to 
be worried, he said: 

“I’ll take care of that cat if I have 
to.” Here he slapped the inside 
pocket of his coat. You get used to 
carrying a gun,” he said. “Where 
I come from. Wouldn’t be without 
it.” 

As he spoke he looked over the 
wall, but the cat, seeing hirp, re¬ 
treated with a growl into a bed of 
tall flowers. “I guess we’ve seen the 
last of her. She 11 go back and give 
that busted kitten a private funeral, 
all to herself.” 

Amelia did not say any more, 
thinking he might fulfill his threat 
of shooting the cat. As we crossed 
the bridge we saw the cat below us 
again. Hutcheson laughed as he 
looked down, and said: 

“Goodbye, old girl. You’ll get over 
it in time.” And then we passed 
through the long, dim archway and 
came to the gate of the Torture 


Tower. 

We were the only visitors in the 
Torture Tower tha morning— so s aid 
the old custodian. We had the place 
all to ourselves. The custodian, see¬ 
ing us as his sole source of income 
for the day, was willing to meet 
our wishes in every way. 

The Torture Tower is truly a grim 
place, even now after thousands of 
visitors. The lower chamber where 
we entered was seemingly, in its 
normal state, filled with incarnate 
darkness. Even the hot summer sun¬ 
light streaming in through the door 
seemed to be lost in the vast thick¬ 
ness of the walls. When we came up 
through the open trap door in the 
corner of the chamber above, Amelia 
held on to me so tightly that I 
could actually feel her heart beat. 

This room was even more grue¬ 
some than the one below. Here there 
was certainly more light, but only 
just enough light to reveal the full 
horror of the place. The builders of 
the tower had evidently intended it 
that way. There, as we had noticed 
from below, ranges of windows of 
a medieval narrowness. Elsewhere 
in the tower there were only a few 
narrow slits. They were so high up 
in the wall that from no part could 
the sky be seen. In racks, and lean¬ 
ing in disorder against the walls 
were a number of headsmen’s 
swords —great double-handed weap¬ 
ons with broad blades and keen 
edges. Close by were several blocks 
for the victims’ necks. Here and 
there were deep notches where the 
steel had bitten through the flesh 
and scored into the wood. Round 
the chamber, placed in all sorts 
of irregular ways, were many im¬ 
plements of torture—chairs full of 
spikes which gave instant and ex¬ 
cruciating pain. Racks, belts, boots, 
gloves, collars—all made for com¬ 
pressing at will. Steel baskets in 
which the head could be slowly 
crushed to a pulp. 

Amelia grew pale with the horror 
of the things, but fortunately did 
not faint. A little overcome, she sat 
down on a torture chair, but jumped 
up again with a shriek, all ten¬ 
dency to faint gone. We both pre¬ 
tended that it was the injury to her 
dress by the dust of the chair, and 
the rusty spikes which had upset 
her. Mr. Hutcheson accepted the 
explanation with a laugh. 

The central object in this cham¬ 
ber of horrors was the engine known 
as the Iron Virgin, which stood 
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near the center of the room. It was 
a crudely-shaped figure of a woman. 
One would hardly have recognized 
it as intended for a human figure 
at all if the maker had not com¬ 
pleted it with a sort of woman's 
Face. The Iron Virgin was covered 
with rust and dust. A rope was 
fastened to a ring in the front of 
the figure, about where the waist 
should have been. This rope was 
drawn through a pulley fastened to 
the wooden pillar that held up the 
flooring above. Pulling this rope, 
the custodian showed us that a sec¬ 
tion of the front was hinged like a 
door at one side. He explained that 
there was room enougn for a fair¬ 
sized man to be placed inside. 

The door was of great weight, and it 
took the custodian all his strength 
though aided by the pulley, to open 
it. This was partially due to the 
fact that the door was hung so as 
to throw its weight downward, to 
slam shut of its own accord when 
the rope was released. The inside was 
spattered with red and brown—blood 
and rust. On the inside of the door 
there were several long spikes, square 
and massive, broad at the base and 
sharp at the points. They were placed 


in such a way that when the door 
was closed the upper ones would 
pierce the eyes of the victim, and the 
lower ones his heart and vital organs. 

This time Amelia fainted. I had to 
carry her downstairs and put her on 
a bench till she recovered. When we 
got back to the chamber we found 
Hutcheson still looking at the Vir¬ 
gin. “I'd like to get in that box to 
see how it feels,'' he said. 

“No!" said Amelia. “It’s too ter¬ 
rible!" * 

“Nothing's too terrible," said 
Hutcheson. “If you’re interested in 
reactions." 

I wondered about him. I saw that 
he was set on the experiment, so I 
said: “Well, hurry up and get it 
over with." 

“Right," he said. ‘But not so 
fast. The people who stood in that 
box didn't volunteer for it. I should 
be tied.’*’' 

The custodian shook his head, but 
his protest was, however, only made 
to be overcome. The Texan shoved 
a bill into his hand. “Take it. Pop!" 
he said. 

The custodian produced somethin 
frayed rope and proceeded to bind 
our companion. When the upper part 


of his body was bound, Hutcheson 
said: “Hold it a minute. I’m too 
heavy for you to get into this thing. 
You let me walk in, and then you 
can tie my legs!" 

Still talking he had backed him¬ 
self into the opening which was 
just enough to hold him. It was a 
close fit. Amelia looked on with 
fear in her eyes, but she did not 
say anything. Then the custodian 
completed the job by tying the Tex¬ 
an's feet together so that he was 
now absolutely helpless in his volun¬ 
tary prison. 

He seemed to really enjoy it. I 
wondered again about the cat and if 
the kitten’s death had been an ac¬ 
cident. Hutcheson was still smiling 
as he said to the custodian: “You 
just let this door down nice and slow, 
y'hear— I want to know how those 
other people did when the spikes be¬ 
gan to move toward their eyes." 

“No, don't say that," Amelia broke 
in hysterically. “I don't want to 
see tnat!" 

But the Texan was stubborn. “You 
wouldn’t want to spoil it for me," 
he said. “You wouldn’t want me 
to come eight thousand miles and 
then have to take some guide book's 
word for it." 

“I will take Amelia for a walk," 
I said stiffly. 

“When you come back this’ll be 
over and we'll have a laugh," Hutch¬ 
eson said. 

But Amelia stayed, holding tight 
to my arm and shivering while the 
custodian began to slowly slacken 
the rope inch by inch. Hutcheson’s 
smile grew wide as he watched the 
first movement of the spikes. 

The custodian must have had some 
of the blood of his ancestors in that 
ghastly tower. We worked the en¬ 
gine with a deliberate and excru¬ 
ciating slowness. After five min¬ 
utes the door had not moved even 
that many inches. I saw Amelia’s 
lips whiten, and felt her hold on 
my arm relax. I saw that she was 
staring in horror to one side of the 
Iron Virgin. Following the’direction 
of her terrified look, I saw the black 
cat crouching out of sight. The ani¬ 
mal’s eyes shone like fog lamps in the 

f loom; their color was heightened 
y the blood that still smeared 
her coat and reddened her mouth. 

“The cat! Look out for the cat!" 
I cried. She sprang out in front 
of the Virgin, looking like a tri¬ 
umphant demon. Her eyes blazed 
(continued on page 71) 
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Bruna Mori Is an ig year old Mil 
actress. She Is 5’ 5", weighs 119 
and her measurments are 37-24-37 


More of Rosa Dl Pietro 


Model Rosanna Siata v a 19 year old bea¬ 
uty, models the world famous Italian 
silk lingerie. 


Joan Ragona , An American is the 
Joan Ragona the daughter of a famous 
Italian Director and a very talented 
young lady. 
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As in all cities throughout the world Milano has its women 
of the street Here are two high class sex servants (below) 
In her apartment talking to a client and making a date 
She entertains only by appointment and she expects her 
menfriends to lavish upon her gifts as well as money 
Note the Iced champagne to make the evening complete 
(left) Prostitution is no longer legal In Italy and some 
times raids bring the girl Into M quick dress " but are more 
nuisance than anything else 
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LOTS OF LUCK 
KEARNY 



We were drinking cognac in Rous- 
selin’s near Congo Square in New 
Orleans. Then you do believe in 
good and bad luck?” I asked Ma¬ 
lone. 

This Captain Patricio Malone was 
a Spanish-Irishman who walked up 
and down the earth like a Hem¬ 
ingway hero. He was thirty-five, 
tanned like saddle leather but much 
tougher. 

“Let me tell you about Bad Luck 
Kearny, Malone said. 

I ordered more cognac. 

“I was walking along ’Toulas 
Street one night, “ Malone said. “I 
saw a little man falling into a coal 
cellar. I pulled him out and took 
him to a cafe down the street where 
we had some very bad brandy. 

“That was my first clear look at 
Frank Kearny. About five feet seven 
but hard as a cypress. Dark red 
hair and a mouth so thin you won¬ 
dered how the words came out so 
fast. He looked like he'd had it. 

“He told me he was just in from 
some wild gold mining jaunt to 
Costa Rica. Imagine! Gold mining 
in Costa Rica —today. In Kearny s 
words: ‘The day I got there I caught 
the fever and counted green and 
blue lizards for six weeks in a grass 
hut. Then I shipped back as third 
cook on a Norwegian tramp that blew 
her boiler two miles from port. I 
survived so I could be here to fall 
into that coal cellar.' 

“I liked Kearny," Malone said, 
“and just then I wanted men who 
had been around and could handle 
themselves. I also had a 600 -ton 
coaster moored at a fruit company 
pier ready to sail the next day with 
a cargo of sugar and lumber and 
co mi gated iron. Under the sugar 
and the other stuff there were a 
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thousand rifles and enough machine 
guns to make things interesting when 
we got to Esperando.” 

“So we will call it Esperando,” I 
said. 

“That s right,” Malone said. “A 
banana republic to you. But this 
was not going to be just another 
revolution. Down in the capital city, 
Altamura. a man named Rafael V al- 
devia was waiting for those rifles.” 

“He was Minister of War,” I said. 
“A patriot.” 

Malone said: “Esperando does not 
make a big noise in the world, but 
Rafael Valdevia could have been 
an important man anywhere. He 
wanted to do something for Esper¬ 
ando. I was bringing in those rifles 
so that we could do it together. 

“Anyway, I told Kearny about it. 

I told him about President Cruz 
and his harem and his political mur¬ 
ders. Kearny, a sentimental Irish¬ 
man as I am not, shed tears in 
his brandy when I told him how poor 
the people were. Brandy often makes 
people cry. 

“On the way out of the bar Kearny 
knocked a tray full of glasses and 
bottles out of a waiter's hands. It 
was an accident. I paid for the 
damage and told him not to worry 
about it. But he kept cursing all the 
way down the street. I knew why the 
next evening when he came to my 
hotel room. 

“‘I think it’s onlv fair to tell 
you, Kearny blurted out, ‘that I’m 
known all over North AND South 
America as Bad Luck Kearny. Every 
bet I ever made I lost. Every boat 
I ever sailed on sank. That s why 
they call me Bad Luck Kearny. I 
thought I’d tell you.’ 

* ‘‘But there must be some cause 
for it.’ 

“‘Sure there is,” Kearny said, 
pointing out the open window toward 
the sky. “Up there. Up there.’ 

Looking up I half expected to see 
the Man of Steel. But Kearny meant 
a star. 

‘‘‘That’s Saturn,’ he said in a 
rather ominous tone. ‘The star that 
pares ides over bad luck, evil and dis- 
appointment. I was born under that 
star. Every move I make, up jumps 
Saturn and blocks it. Now what kind 
of star is that to be born under, I 
ask you?’ 

I asked Kearny where he got 
this astonishing knowledge. 

‘From Azrath, the great astrol- 
oger of Cleveland, Ohio,' he said. 


‘That man looked at a glass ball. 
He cast my horoscope and the sider¬ 
eal system socked me in the solar 
plexus. It was bad Inch for Frank 
Kearny from A to Z and for every¬ 
body connected with him.’ 

“I tried to tell him that / wasn’t 
worried. 

“‘Saturn’s only part of it,’ he 
said. You see that ugly little red 
star about eight inches above and to 
the right of Saturn?’ 

“I wasn’t sure I could see it, but 
I said I could. 

“‘Well,’ said Kearny, ‘That’s the 
bitch that’s really causing all the 
trouble. That’s Phoebe.’ 

“I told him that was no way to 
talk about a lady. 

“ ‘Lady, my ass,’ Kearny said, 
and proceeded to give me some left- 
handed astrological information. ‘ By 
the day of your birth you are under 
the general influence of Saturn. By 
the hour and minute —under the 
direct authority of Phoebe, the ninth 
satellite. Phoebe, the Bad Luck 
Bitch. I’m afraid I’ll jinx your scheme 
if I go along.’ 

“I told him not to worry about 
it, that I had enough good luck to 
offset any bad luck he might have. 
I didn’t know what I was talking 
about. 

“Fifty miles down the Mississippi 
the rudder broke and we lost three 
days. Finally out in the Gulf, we 
hit storm after storm. Kearny seemed 
to expect it. He went through the 
whole thing chomping on a wet and 
very black cigar. For eight days gales 
and squalls and waterspouts beat us 
off course. Then at last one after¬ 
noon we came into the mouth of the 
Rio Escondido. After three dead slow 
miles up the Escondido —the channel 
was narrow —we gave a few cautious 
toots on our whistle. There was an 
answering shout and my second in 
command, Carlos Quintana came 
crashing out of the jungle. 

‘‘Carlos and three hundred gueril¬ 
las, our complete army, was camped 
about a hundred yards from the river, 
in a clearing. For a month Carlos 
had been educating them in the tac¬ 
tics of war. Some of them were good 
shots, if they had the guns. Now 
they had the guns. 

“ ‘There are a thousand M-l’s,' I 
told Carlos, ‘Some M-2’s and 
Thompsons. Two heavy machine 

gl V?f* 

** Valgame Dios!' Carlos shouted. 
‘We will sweep the world.’ 


“Just then Keamv fell off the boat 
into the river. Hecouldn’t swim and, 
fatalist that he was, he didn’t make 
an emergency effort to learn. The 
men threw him a rope and hauled 
him back on board. He seemed to 
take to all as a matter of course. 

“I told the captain to have the 
guns unloaded at once, then I asked 
Kearny if he wanted to come to 
Carlos’ tent for some wine. He said 
no: he wanted to help with the un¬ 
loading of the guns. I told him to 
w'atch out for the two heav)- machine 
guns. They were the only big stuff w r e 
had. Kearny said he would see to it 
‘personally.’ 

“I didn’t know just how ‘personal’ 
it was going to be. It was getting 
dark and I w as in Carlos’ tent finish¬ 
ing the wine w r hen anguished cries 
mingled w ith curses came floating up 
from the river. Of course it had to 
be something Kearny had done. 
Through an excess of eneigv or bad 
luck or whatever you want to call 
it, he had managed to lose one of 
the heavy machine guns by dropping 
it clear through the bottom of one 
of the small boats that were being 
used to ferry the guns ashore. Now' 
the gun was under twenty feet of 
water and five feet of river mud. 

‘‘I could hardly bear to look 
at Kearny, but I had to. Otherwise 
I think Carlos would have shot him 
on the spot. ‘Peace! Peace!’ I said 
to Carlos. ‘We’ll get the gun back 
somehow.’ 

“That night Kearny came to my 
tent. By now I wasn’t quite sure what 
to make of this star crossed drifter. 
‘Don’t think I’m trying to dodge 
responsibility,’ he said. ‘It’s my luck.' 

‘‘I was still thinking about that 
gun still lying on the bottom of the 
Rio Escondido. ‘Look, Kearny,’ I 
said. ‘You don’t really believe that 
what happened here today in this 
stinking jungle has anything to do 
with some blasted star God t knows 
how far away?’ 

‘‘Kearny started to tell me how far 
it was from Esperando to Saturn 
when I stopped him. ‘What about 
that gun?’ I wanted to know. 

“‘Oh, that!’ said Kearny. ‘I’ll.ri^ 
a tackle and get it out tomorrow. 

“ ‘You’re sure?’ I said. 

44 ‘Sure I’m sure,’ he said. 

“‘Have you ever had any exper¬ 
ience drilling troops?’ I asked him 
next. I was expecting an exotic an¬ 
swer and I got it. 

“‘I was a first sergeant in the 
(continued on page 71) 
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THE 

SOUNDING BOARD 
(continued from page 6) 


fuses, for semantic reasons, to call 
it by its rightful name, he appears 
quite ready to use it when the ne¬ 
cessity arises. 

Of course, the President’s supp¬ 
orters will argue that the Chief Ex¬ 
ecutive undergoes all sorts of an¬ 
guish whenever he is forced, by pol¬ 
itical necessity, to dispatch addit¬ 
ional troops to Vietnam, or to other¬ 
wise display American military mus¬ 
cle for the benefit of some content¬ 
ious foreign power. No doubt this 
is true since the President, for all 
his celebrated pugnacity in domestic 
affairs, has shown no evidence that 
he is “war minded.” The fact re¬ 
mains that the President, though he 
cleverly sidestepped many of the real 
issues on Vietnam during his cam¬ 
paign, now puts into effect nearly 
all the military measures advocated 
by his opponent, Mr. Goldwater—mil¬ 
itary measures that probably cost 
Goldwater the Presidency because 
he suggested them as a means of 
turning back the march of Commun¬ 
ism in Vietnam. It is no distortion 
of the truth, therefore, to state that- 
Goldwater was, in a large measure, 
rejected by the American people for 
advocating policies that were to make 
Lyndon Johnson into a popular hero 
less than two years later. This, to 
say the very least, is hardly fair to 
Goldwater. 

It is doubly unfair when one con¬ 
siders that Johnson probably had his 
mind made up about the sort of war 
he was going to conduct in Vietnam 
AFTER the election. Perhaps the 
only difference, now, between the 
Viet policies of Johnson and Gold- 
water is in their manner of execut¬ 
ion. No doubt Goldwater would have 
acted with greater decisiveness in 
an effort to end this painfully drawn- 
out war. Many military experts now 
are doubtful that the Johnson Admin¬ 
istration’s cautious but inevitable 
escalation of the American military 
effort will do much good since the 
Viet Cong, a highly mobile enemy, 
has learned to adjust to changes in 
U.S. strategy, or even to anticipate 
them. For example, the much praised 
AND damned decision to bomb the 
oil supply dumps at Hanoi and Hai¬ 
phong might have come as a surprise 
to the American public and some Am¬ 
erican politicians, but it was hardly 
a surprise to the Viet Cong and those 
who direct the war in Hanoi. 

Every time the Johnson Adminis¬ 


tration makes a new move in Viet¬ 
nam, there is a simultaneous announ¬ 
cement that the new tactic is an un- 
qualified success. No matter how 
much the new tactic is criticized, 
no matter how dubious its value may 
seem to some military planners, the 
Administration invariably insists that 
the new move was “necessary.” 
Perhaps the new moves ARE necess¬ 
ary , but there is always the awkward 
feeling that the new tactics were in¬ 
stituted because the old ones simply 
were not getting results. And so the 
war escalates anyway, and we seem 
to move one step closer to a head-on 
clash with Red China, a situation 
that Goldwater sees as inevitable. 
The Johnson Administration says 
this is not so, yet every new tactic 
employed in Vietnam seems to vin¬ 
dicate the Goldwater point of view. 

Not long ago a well known polit¬ 
ical columnist noted that LBJ’s fam¬ 
ous *’carrot and stick” approach to 
power has not worked at all in the 
Vietnam crisis. Indeed, there are 
many indications that the President 
is somewhat out of his depth when 
it comes to international affairs. Af¬ 
ter a lifetime of dealing with home¬ 
grown politicians, who are for the 
most part reasonable men, it is lik¬ 
ely that President Johnson finds it 
difficult to understand why the pol¬ 
iticians in Hanoi refuse to make a 
deal, to listen to the “reasonable” 
words of that international father 
figure, Lyndon B. Johnson. But, of 
course, the Communist leaders in 
Hanoi are not “reasonable” men. 
They hold the belief that the only 
reality is power, and they are con¬ 
vinced that they have a good chance 
of winning in Vietnam. They are al¬ 
so convinced that America will grow 
tired of the war long before they will. 
The current wave of unrest that is 
sweeping the United States appears 
to prove that they are right. 

Goldwater has never had any pat¬ 
ience with the “carrot and stick” 
method of dealing with Communist 
encroachment. He believes in show¬ 
ing the enemy just how big the stick 
really is, how hard it can hit, and 
how hard it WILL hit if they fail to 
be convinced that the U.S. means 
business. Goldwater has said so all 
along, and if one concedes that he 
might have been more cautious in 
his statements concerning the use 
of nuclear weapons, one is also com¬ 
pelled to admit that he was essent¬ 
ially right about the nature of the 
problem in Vietnam, and how it might 
best be resolved. 

The Goldwater approach, if he had 
become President, and if it had been 


used, would have had one major ad- 
vantage over the Johnson method. It 
would have left the Chinese Reds 
and the puppet leaders in Hanoi with 
absolutely no doubt as to the aims 
and intentions of the United States. 
The Goldwater approach is danger¬ 
ous, but then so is the uncertain war 
now being waged by the Johnson Ad¬ 
ministration. That it would be any 
more dangerous is doubtful. That 
it might be less dangerous is entir¬ 
ely probable. 

When it comes to matters ot tech¬ 
nique and personal style, there are 
many indications that it is Johnson’s 
famed art of the compromise that is 
at least partially responsible for the 
recalcitrant attitude of the men who 
are directing the Viet Cong campaign. 
Compromise may be valuable enough 
in domestic affairs, but when deal¬ 
ing with Communist tacticians, it can 
easily be mistaken for weakness. In 
the case of Goldwater versus North 
Vietnam, there would be no such prob¬ 
lem since Goldwater believes that 
no compromise with Communism is 
possible. The stepped-up American 
war effort may be one sign that the 
President is just learning what Mr. 
Goldwater has known all along. 

And it is not simply in foreign 
affairs that the President is learn¬ 
ing that Goldwater was right about 
many things: In the matter of Civil 
Rights, the Negro leaders are far 
from satisfied. Even if the historic 
Civil Rights Bill had been passed 
in its original form, it still would 
not have satisfied many Negroes. 
Now they regard the watered-down 
Bill that was finally passed as just 
another of Johnson’s “compromises” 
trying to pass itself off as a great 
achievement. Today, there are many 
thoughtful Negroes who feel that a 
Goldwater victory in ’64 would have 
done more for their cause in the long 
run. There are many Negroes who 
feel that Johnson has been making 
a standstand play at their expense, 
that the Johnson pronouncements may 
have a noble and uplifting sound, 
especially on national television but 
leave much to be desired when view- 
in the harsh light of reality. John¬ 
son, Great White Father that appar¬ 
ently he feels himself to be, prom¬ 
ises everything in sight, then adopts 
a martyred they’re-all-against-me 
attitude when Congress refuses to 
go along with his catch-all pledges. 

Like Goldwater or not, many U.S. 
taxpayers are now coming to the fi¬ 
nal realization that here was a man 
they might have listened to with a 
little more care. 
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LOTS OF LUCK KEARNY 
( continued from page 6 9) 


THE TEXAN & THE 
IRON V IRGIN 

(continued from page63) 


with ferocity, her hair bristled till 
she seemed twice her normal size, 
her tail lashed out like a tiger s. 
Then Elias P. Hutcheson saw it 
too. 

“Easy with that rope. Pop,’* he 
said, his eyes glittering with some¬ 
thing that might have been fear 
or excitement or a mixture of both. 

At that moment Amelia fainted, 
and I had to grab her hard or she 
would have fallen on the floor. While 
I was looking after her I saw the 
cat preparing to spring, and jumped 
to turn the animal back. 

I was too late. W ith a monstrous 
scream she hurled herself, not as I 
expected at Hutcheson, but straight 
at the face of the custodian. I saw 
one of her claws rip through the 
man’s eye, leaving a wide band of 
red down his cheak. 

The man leaped back, letting go the 
rope that held back the iron door. 
Again I jumped, but it was too late. 
The rope ran like lightening through 
the pulley block, and the heavy 
mass fell forward from its own 
weight. 

As the door slammed shut I caught 
a last look at poor Hutcheson’s face. 
He seemed frozen with terror. His 
eyes stared with horrible anguish, 
and no sound came from his lips. 

And then the spikes did their w ork. 
The end was horrible but it must have 
been quick because w hen I wrenched 
open the door the spikes had pierced 
so deep that they had locked in the 
bones of the skull through which they 
had crushed. He was impaled on the 
back of the door and he came w ith 
it w hen it opened. Then he fell full 
length on the floor. 

There w as nothing I could do for 
Hutcheson. I rusheato my wife and 
carried her out. I ran back inside. 
Leaning against the wooden column 
was the custodian moaning in pain 
while he held a steadily reddening 
handkerchief to his eye. And sitting 
on the head of the dead Texan w as 
the cat, purring loudly as she licked 
the blood that trickled through the 
gashed sockets of his eyes. 

I think no one w’ill call me cruel. 

I snatched up one of the old execu¬ 
tioner’s swords and chopped the cat 
in two as she sat. 


Chilean army for a year, Kearny 
said. ‘And captain of artillery' for 
another.’ 

“ ‘What happened to your com¬ 
mand?’ I asked him. 

‘‘‘Wiped out to the last man, 
that is all except me,' he said. ‘Dur¬ 
ing the Balmaceda Revolution. The 
luck!’ 

“‘Look,’ I said. ‘Bad luck or no 
bad luck, tomorrow I’m going to put 
you in command of a hundred men. 
Try- to get over this superstition 
thing, for Christ’s sake. Get your 
mind off the god damned stars and 
to the business at hancf. .You will 
rank as lieutenant. All right?’ 

The next day started hopefully 
enough. By noon the submerged 
machine gun had been rescued from 
the mud, just as Kearny had prom¬ 
ised. Then Carlos and Jorge Ortiz 
and Kearny (my three lieutenants) 
distributed the rifles and other wea¬ 
pons and the drilling and small arms 
instruction started. 

“In the afternoon a man arrived 


from the capital with a message 
from Rafael Valdevia. The message 
said what I had hoped it would 
say. There w-as rioting, hunger, un¬ 
rest in the capital. Someone had 
blown up the big bronze statue of 
President Cruz in the Botanical Gar¬ 
dens. There were only about a thou¬ 
sand troops stationed in the capi¬ 
tal and although others were being 
brought in from the outlying dis¬ 
tricts they were generally- discour¬ 
aged and would offer no more than 
token resistance, if that. Senor Val¬ 
devia said all we had to do w as to 
come forward, that we could over¬ 
throw- Cruz in a single day. The 
message came on July 23th. Senor 
Valdevia suggested that July 29th 
should Le the day of national libera¬ 
tion. 

“That gave us six days to strike 
camp and begin our 76-mile march 
on the capital. The guns and pro¬ 
visions w-ere packed on mules.' A 
mile or two out of camp one of the 
mules broke away and charged into 
a thicket. Instead of playing it cool, 
as you sometimes have to with mules, 
Kearny shouted at the animal, wav¬ 
ing his hat, and made it run faster. 
The mule tottered and fell with a 


71 

















broadside crash, and died. 

“It was just one thing too many. 
The limit had been reached. 
‘Kearny/ I said. I hate to do this, 
but I feel I must. Here is two hun¬ 
dred and fifty dollars, the property 
of the Revolutionary Council of Es- 
perando. Take it. Go back to the 
boat. Go back to New Orleans. 

“‘Goodbye/ I said. ‘I know it's 
not your fault, but there is too 
much at stake here. There is no 
place in this expedition for your 
god damned Phoebe. 

“*I know/ said Kearny. ‘We both 
know that mule would have died 
anyway. But I had to be the one 
who seemed to make it happen/ 

“I thought that was the last of 
Kearny. 

“Five days later, the 28th, we 
were camped beside a stream on a 
bare hill about five miles above Al- 
tamura. It was night and the at¬ 
tack was planned for the next day. 
At midnight I was standing outside 
my tent breathing in the cold night 
air. The stars were bright, there 
were no clouds. Saturn was almost 
at its zenith. With a half smile I 
searched the sky for Kearny's de¬ 
mon star. Yes, by God, there it 
was, dim but discernible—a sinis¬ 
ter red sparkle. 

“I was thinking about other things 
when I heard one of the sentries 
shouting at something out there in 
the dark. I cocked my revolver and 
waited. It was Kearny —who else! 
He was ragged and wet and limp¬ 
ing. He had lost his hat. He looked 
determined. 

“ ‘Well, I’m back,’ he said fool¬ 
ishly. 

“‘So I see,’ I said. ‘And what 
about the bad luck?’ At another 
time I would have thought myself 
a fool to ask such a question. How¬ 
ever, as Kearny had demonstrated, 
there was something to his story. 

“‘I just had to be in at the fin¬ 
ish,’ Kearny said. ‘I just had to be 
a part of something successful. The 
way you have things planned noth¬ 
ing could go wrong. You have the 
guns, the men, the whole country will 
support you.’ 

“‘You're right,’ I said. ‘Even your 
jinx isn’t big enough to spoil this. 
Maybe you’ll get yourself shot, but 
that’s your business. 

“Kearny thanked me for giving 
him one last chance to change his 
luck. He said he would use up what 
time we had left to work with the 


men. He was just turning around 
w hen a fantastic light flashed across 
the sky. It seemed to light up the 
whole world. Right after the light 
there was a terrific explosion and a 
hissing sound like escaping ’Steam. 
The noise of the explosion —it was 
more like a series of explosions —grew' 
louder. Then there w^as one final ex¬ 
plosion — the loudest of all — that 
seemed to shake the mountain we 
were standing on. 

“With the lights and the noise, I 
could barely manage to think. Anew' 
volcano? An earthquake? a muni¬ 
tions factory going up? Suc^enly 
the brilliant lights went out and the 
noise stopped. I looked up into the 
sky again just in time to see what 
looked like the tail end of a comet 
streaking toward Earth. 

“ ‘It’s a meteor,’ I said to Kearny 
who looked like he was preparing 
for Judgment Day. 

“‘Yeah, sure,’ he yelled. ‘But not 
just any old meteor. Phoebe’s gone. 
I’m telling you. Phoebe’s gone. She 
tried to put me down and couldn’t 
do it.’ 

“ ‘Oh, come on,’ I told him. ‘Let’s 
not start that again.* But when I 
looked up into the sky I couldn’t 
see the nasty little red star. I looked 
carefully, but I couldn’t see it. ‘You 
think it’s possible?’ I asked him. 

“‘Course it’s possible,* he said. 
‘And not just possible —it happened. 
Right in front of my cotton-pickin’ 
eyes. I’d like to see what Azrath 
the Astrologer makes of that.' 

“ Never mind Azrath,’ I said. ‘If 
it’s true that your bitch star Phoebe 
is gone, stay away from astrology 
from now on. If you go back to 
your friend Azrath he’ll probably 
come up with something even worse. 
Like a seventy-year curse.’ 

“‘You’re right,’ Kearny said hap¬ 
pily. ‘No more star gazing for this 
boy. I’m turning over a new leaf. 
I’m burning my boats.’ 

“‘Not tonight you’re not,’ I said. 
‘Go and get some sleep if you can. 
Tomorrow we go into Altamura. Just 
the two of us. We’ll go in. Carlos 
and the others will follow and wait 
till everything is set. Maybe there 
won’t even be any fighting.’ 

“‘That would be a pity,’ Kearny 
said. 

“The next morning we started out 
at sunrise. It was five miles down 
the mountain to the capital and 
until we got down to where the roads 
were the only way to travel was to 


walk. Kearny was in such good 
spirits that he walked much faster 
than a man should in the tropics. 
You think maybe I could be com¬ 
mander of the new President's body¬ 
guard. No harm would come to him 
with me around.’ 

NVe 11 see, I said. ' Now slow 
down before you fall down.' 

"By the time we got to the bot¬ 
tom of the mountain we were nearly 
in the suburbs of Altamura, that is if 
a city as small as Altamura can be 
said to have suburbs. One of our 
men in the city, a taxi driver, was 
waiting for us. I know it sounds 
crazy for a “liberator’’ to enter a 
city in a taxi, but that’s how w'e 
went. In the early days of the Cruz 
dictatorship there had been an ef¬ 
ficient system of informers and se¬ 
cret police. Now even that had 
started to fall apart like the taxi we 
were riding in, like the road w'e 
were riding over. 

“About twenty minutes later, the 
taxi pulled up in front of Senor Val- 
devia's house, a large low building 
around a courtyard, with some trees 
and shrubs. 

“ *1 knew Senor Valdevia’s house¬ 
keeper, an elderly woman who had 
been with him for many years and 
knew all about what w*e were plan¬ 
ning to do. ‘It is strange,’ she said. 
‘But Senor Valdevia is still in bed. So 
it appears. He did not answer my 
knock.’ 

“I was a surprised as she was. 
All of his life Senor Valdevia had 
otten up with the sun. I asked the 
ousekeeper to go back and knock 
very loudly this time, that it was im¬ 
portant. “She came back looking 
frightened. ‘I have knocked and call 
and rung the bell many times,’ she 
said. ‘But he does not answer.’ 

“I knew where Senor Valdevia’s 
bedroom was. Kearny and I pushed 
past the old woman and went to 
it. We didn’t waste time with any 
more calling. I was thinking of Cruz 
and his hired killers. We knocked 
the door off its hinges. 

“After the bright sunlight of the 
courtyard, the room was dark ex¬ 
cept for a small desk lamp. Even 
before I got close to Senor Val¬ 
devia’s figure seated at his desk, I 
knew' he was dead. I touched his 
hand. It was cold. He had been 
dead for many hours. Right over 
his left ear there was a small wound 
without much blood around it. What 
blood there was had dried. 
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“‘Murder?’ said Kearny. 

“‘I don’t know what it is,’ I 
said. I told Kearny, who spoke 
Spanish, to tell the housekeeper to 
telephone Dr. Bergowitz, an old 
German exile—a doctor, a scientist, 
who had lived in Esperando foi 
vears and was a good friend of 
Senor Valdevia. He too, was part 
of the revolutionary movement. 

“When he arrived he looked sick. 
He knew, even better than I did, 
that without Senor Valdevia there 
would be no revolution bec ause there 
was no one to lead it. There was no 
one else the people would listen 
to. Like* some Germans he was fond 
of hea\y philosophy discussions and 
statements. 

“I was impatient. ‘What I want 
to know.’ I said. “Is what killed 
him. Was he murdered? Is this a 
bullet wound? Was it made by a 
blunt instrument?’ 

Dr. Bergowitz, who had been 
peering about through his thick 
glasses, suddenly bent down and 
picked something off the floor. ‘This 
killed him,’ he said, holding up a 


jagged chunk of darkish rock about 
the size of an orange. A fragment 
of a detonating meteor. I'm sure. 
The most remarkable that I’ve ob¬ 
served for twenty year. It exploded 
before midnight last night.’ Bergo¬ 
witz pointed at the ceiling. There 
w as a hole not much bigger than the 
meteor fragment. 

“I looked at Kearny to see how he 
was taking this extraordinary bit of 
information. He w as already w alking 
away, not so fast now, just putting 
one foot in front of the other. ‘Wait!’ 
I called after him. He didn't hear or 
if he did hear he didn’t answer. I 
thought. Oh, what the hell! and let 
him go. 

“There was no revolution —noth¬ 
ing. Bergow itz, w ith his atrocious ac¬ 
cent and German fussiness, would 
have made a rotten President, even 
if the people would have him. I, 
myself, was a nobody. Anyway, I 
had no interest in the administrative 
side of politics. Cruz is still there, 
old and vicious and it looks like he'll 
live to be ninety.’ 

I had listened to Malone for such 


a long time without saying anything 
that I felt I had to say something. So 
I asked about poor old Kearny, and 
what had happened to him since the 
Esperando fiasco. 

Malone laughed. “Maybe this will 
seem like too much of a good thing 
but I assure you it's perfectly true. 
About a year later I was back in New 
Orleans again, and walking down 
the same street I first met Kearny on. 

I heard footsteps and voices coming 
down the sidewalk behind me. One 
of the voices, the one that was doing 
all the talking, was shrill, angry and 
feminine. Or I should say female. 
The other voice, male, was tired out, 
deferential, totally subdued, and un¬ 
mistakably Irish. Yes, it was old 
Frank Kearny. Apparently, he had 
given up the wild life and found him¬ 
self a wife. And what a terror she 
was. I didn’t say anything as she 
swept by with little Kearny in tow. 
She was nagging the hell out of the 
poor little man. and every now and 
then he would say meekly, ‘Yes, of 
course, Phoebe. Yes, Phoebe. Yes, 
Phoebe . 9 

“And that,” said Malone, “was 
the last I saw of Kearny.” 
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□ Female Auto-Erotic Practices 

Out of print for years By Havelock Ellis. M.D 
world’s foremost sexologist. Included are reports of 
all other leading sexological authorities, combined 
into one volume for the first time Illustrated (in fact, 
the only illustrated volume on the subject available) 1 

Subjects include initiatfons ; auto-erotic practices 
with males: masturbation as the cause and cure of 
frustrations in marriage, various technic employed 
(both clitoral and vaginal); objects used for vaginal 
and urethral masturbation; 

The use of artificial penes; mutual masturbation 
(both homosexual and heterosexual), psychological fac 
tors, fantasies, erotic dreams; incestuous masturba¬ 
tion (between brother sister, uncle niece, father, 
daughter as well as a case of initiation involving 
mother and son). 
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breasts as an erotic factor; delaying the climax; 

SexuSI deviations; glossary of sexual terms; pre¬ 
liminary coital technic, coital movements (for both 
husband and wife); coital positions — (1 to 19) hus 
band above, (20 to 38) wife-above. (39 to 46) on-the- 
side. (47 to 55) seated. (56 to 81) kneeling-standing. 
(82 to 85) special postures; 
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m wives; problems caused by under-sexed and over¬ 
sexed mates; multiple orgasms for the wife; causes 
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(2) It abounds in important facts generally avail¬ 
able only in higher priced books — enlarging the 
penis to a maximum; the wife's assistance in over¬ 


coming semi-impotence; erotic fears of wives; elim¬ 
inating problems caused by over-sized and under¬ 
sized husbands; prolonging coitus, etc 

(3) Its original drawings. These include the male 
and female sex organs, both internal and external 
and specially-drawn illustrations, available in no 
other manual, depicting the correct and incorrect 
methods of penetration (with and without penile- 
clitoral contact). $3.00. 

□ Sexual Anatomy 

What the field of sexology has needed for a long 
time is an authoritative, economical book illustrat¬ 
ing the sexual organs, and their functions, with un¬ 
retouched. actual photos, not just drawings. Here it is! 

Edited by Joseph Dow, M D Contents include 
physiology of erection; variations in sizes of penes 
(with average size as well as the largest sizes ever 
recorded); circumcision (both male and female); 
penile amputation; deforming the penis for in¬ 
creased coital satisfaction; the testicles; castration; 

The vulva; the clitoris — types and sizes; types 
of hymen; the vagina and its functions; differences 
between vagina of the virgin and the parous woman; 
deformaties of the vagina-, absence of the vagina; 
double vaginae; 

Types of pubic hair arrangements (both male and 
female); breast development; types of nipples, the 
areolae; various breast shapes; genital mutilation 
(male and female); sexual precocity (both boys and 
girls). $3.00. 


10-day return privilege on all books. Calif, orders < 
add 4% sales tax. Send $1.00 with C.O.D.’s. Add 
25c for special handling. Cut days off delivery time. 
Complete catalog free. < 

futures books Dept dg 

4533 W. Imperial, Inglewood, California 90304 , 
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unique/ 

unusual 


TWO BOOKS slipc«i« for tho PRICE OF ONE! 


HAND BOOK FOR HUSBANDS and WIVES 

Written in every-day terms, HANDBOOK FOR HUS¬ 
BANDS'' is a detailed, explicit, easily-understood 
guide to sexual happiness and fulfillment. Crammed 
with facts, it thoroughly covers such subjects as.- 
The Male Sex Organs, including areas of most sen¬ 
sitivity. cause of erection, size of penis and prin¬ 
cipal parts, etc. The Female Sex Organs, breasts, 
nipples, genitals, clitoris size and erection, prin¬ 
cipal parts, pubic hair, etc. Frigidity, its causes 
and what to do about it. Pre-coital Stimulation, 
overcoming the wife’s inhibitions, the art of kiss¬ 
ing, lubrication and c 1 1 tor a I stimulation. Prepara¬ 
tions for Coitus, breaking the sexual ice, love-play, 
fore-play. Positions for Intercourse, Husband-Above. 
1-17. Wife-Above. 18-29, Seated. 30-34, On-The- 
Side, 35-38, Standing & Kneeling Positions, 39-53, 
Miscellaneous Positions, 54-63. Coital Movements, 
both for the Wife and the Husband. Special Pre- i 
Coital Stimulation, oral-genital caresses, anal-erot--JL 
icism. phallus stimulation. General Sexual Infor¬ 
mation regarding orgasms, length of coitus, means 
of extending coitus, genitalia hygiene Includes a 
glossary of Sexual Terms. A911 — $3] 


I don't miss • 


PATTERNS OF INCEST by R. E. 1. Masters. Detailed 
CASE HISTORIES of actually consumated incest! 
Crammed with torrid excerpts from long-banned 
books' A15u—$9.50 

THE LOVE ELITE by Arthur Htrsch. Ph D. A new and 
sexually aware breed of modern women described in 
CASE HISTORIES detailing lesbianism, trial mar¬ 
riages sex obsession, sex initiation, etc. A156—$5.95 
CRADLE OF EROTICA by Allan Edwardes and R. E. L. 
Masters. Sequel to Jewel in the Lotus, a tour de 
ofrce of forbidden sex acts' Read about Oral and 
Genital Intercourse, the notorious “she-boys.” orgi¬ 
astic cults, never-before revealed masturbation tech¬ 
niques' A659 — $9.50 

FORBIDDEN SEXUAL BEHAVIOR AND MORALITY by R. 

E L. Masters. Crammed with exotic and historic de¬ 
tail co.enng in depth Homosexuality, Sex and For¬ 
bidden Drugs. Miscegenation, True Aphrodisiacs. 
Bestiality, Ten Steps to Fellatio. A601—$9.50 

SEX LIFE OF THE LESBIAN. A fascinating probe into 
the twilight world of homosexuality, revealing 
through sizzling CASE HISTORIES the full text of 
every forbidden act. every perverted need! A86 — $3 
I AM NOT ASHAMED by Barbara Peyton. Shocking 
true story of a girl who sold her body to any man of 
any race to achieve the pinnacle of Hollywood star¬ 
dom. then sank to degradation as a $5 a night 
whore. Crammed with photos! A32 — $3 

THE BISEXUALS by George Bishop. Revealed for the 
first time, dozens of CASE HISTORIES of double ] 
deviates —people who are sexual switch-hitters! A I 
penetrating study into a bizarre world of warped 
desires! A213 — $3 

UNUSUAL SEX PRACTICES by M D. Greenwood. 
Leaves nothing to the imagination as it bares the 
most driving, yet abnormal sex acts, including Lo- | 
litaism, voyeurism. Nymphomania. Satyriasis. Les¬ 
bianism. incest, etc. A18 —$3 

ILLUSTRATED SEX ATLAS by L. Clark, M.D. Over 287 
pictures give a step-by-step how to do it in the art 
of sex. Special sections on sex organs. A-140 —$3 
PARTNERS IN LOVE by E. Hamilton. Ph D. Thrihine 
culminations possible for everyone using special 
techniques of respiration detailed in this book. Don't 
miss the section on Longevity and Sex! A698 —$5.95 
JEWEL IN THE LOTUS by A. Edwardes. Secret, erotic 
rituals from the East, gathered here in a lexicon of 
lust and amatory lore! A908 —$6.50 

THE SEXUAL OFFENDER by Benjamin Karpman. M. D. 
An outstanding work showing the sex offender at 
work. Several hundred cases. A-910 —$12.50 

ART AND SCIENCE OF LOVE by A. Ellis, Ph D. Make 
every episode completely satisfying. Tells about 
Areas of Excitement, Pacing the Sex Act. Varied 
Positions. How To Experiment, Prolonged Orgasm . . . 
all this and much more. A60z—$7.95 

SEX CRIMES IN HISTORY by R. E. L. Masters. Sexual 
violence through the ages including torture of chil¬ 
dren, genital mutilation, cannibalism plus excerpts 
from banned sadistic books. A31—$9.50 


SEXUAL DEVIATIONS IN 
THE MALE 

by Louit London, M.D. 

Dr. London explores in every erotic 
detail each patient's sexual past. 
Each CASE STUDY is.an intimate 
portrait of perversion! MALE DEVI¬ 
ATION: A scholar, banker, errand 
boy, student and others reveal how 
such bizarre objects as a saxo¬ 
phone, a mirror, a pipe, a hammer, 
or matches become objects for 
weird sexual satisfaction! 


SEXUAL DEVIATIONS IN 
THE FEMALE 

by Louis London, M.D. 

Case studies of a housewife, high 
school nymphet, secretary, social 
worker, and others bring to light 
searing accounts of lesbian de¬ 
sires and urgent needs! Nothing 
held back in this honest and forth¬ 
right volume! Long recognized as 
important classics in the field of 
sexual aberration. 


BOTH BOOKS beautifully boxed set A9067 only $6.50 


Sot Models! Actual Photos of 
Male and Female Sex Organs 

HOW TO ACHIEVE SEX 
HAPPINESS IN MARRIAGE 

by H. and F. Thornton 
! Begins where other marriage man¬ 
uals often blush. How to match 
disproportionate organs. Vaginal 
contractions. Genital shaving. Pro¬ 
longing. Special sections for spe¬ 
cial problems. Coital Movements 
shown and recommended. Begin¬ 
ning a difficult Coitus. Kissing. 
Written for married couples, the 
emphasis is on variety and thrilling 
satisfaction that will last. 

A671 — $3 


MODERN SEX TECHNIQUES 

by R. Street 

Starts where other Sex Manuals 
leave off! A thorough, detailed 
step-by-step study of the areas of. 

Erogenous Zones; Technique of 
Foreplay; Types of Orgasm; Impor¬ 
tance and Techniques of Digital 
Contact; Techniques for Coitus; 
Positions For Intercourse; Control¬ 
ling the Orgasm; Theory of the 
"Safe” Days, and much more. 
Frankly, boldly written and illus- 
trated A973 — $4 i 


AUTO-EROTIC PRACTICES 

Chapters include: Why wives mas¬ 
turbate—unsatisfied women, frigid¬ 
ity and masturbation, associated 
abnormalities, and erotism. Gen¬ 
eral Experiences and Methods— | 
technique of masturbation, greater 
latitude of females, clitoral dis-’ 
covery, club masturbation, homo¬ 
sexual masturbation. urethral 
masturbation, individual experi¬ 
ments. Masturbation in Children — 
childhood experiments, introduc¬ 
tion by adults, aroused by curios¬ 
ity. abnormal fantasies, girls more 
addicted than boys Artificial Phalli 
(use by women)—vaginal vibrators, 
artificial penes, the godemiche. 
the rinno-tam. Special Masturba- 
tory Technique — special position 
technique, thigh-friction technique, 
breast-genitalia technique. Auto- 
Erotism in Widows — the widow's 
problem, sexual desire, conflicts, 
under forty, over sixty, case.his- 
tones A945 —$2.50 


Crammed with Brand Sew Case 
Histories!! By the Authors of 
"Pornography And The Law!!” 

THE SEXUALLY 
RESPONSIVE WOMAN 

by Drs. Phyllis and 
Eberhard Kronhausen 

Hundreds of CASE HISTORIES and 
INTERVIEWS were conducted be¬ 
fore the amazing new revelations 
provided in this book, could ever 
be printed. Brand new viewpoints 
sure to shock some; sure to en¬ 
lighten everyone! Forthright, can¬ 
did discussions of such hush, hush 
subjects as THE MAGIC MUSCLES 
OF SEX. FEMALE ORGASM, AUTO¬ 
EROTISM, EXTRA MARITAL AFFAIRS, 
DIFFERENT TYPES OF ORGASMS, 
ORAL SEX...many more! One whole 
section devoted to the probing, 
detailed case histories of four 
women of varying sexual back- 

f rounds. Each one vividly pene- 
rating, frankly sexual! 

A240 —$5.95 


INCEST b T Emile Durkhelm and 
mocoi Albert E(|j# p|! q 

INCEST! The most forbidden of all 
sex taboos graphically documented 
from every aspect! From PAGAN 
INCEST RITES to secret sex acts 
performed behind closed doors 
in America today! Every possible 
incestuous duo, trio and quartette 
exposed! INCEST: a vibrant volume 
trail-blazing forbidden territory!! 

A232 — $4.95 


VARIATIONS IN 
"SEXUAL BEHAVIOR 

by Frank S. Caprio, M.D. 

Divided into 5 main sections, each 
based on actual Case Histories! 
Male Masturbation, including auto- 
fellatio, anal eroticism, variations 
in technique; Female Masturbation, 
including artificial penes, mam¬ 
mary stimulation, auto-eroticism, 
etc Male Homosexuality, including 
Sodomy, Fellatio. Pederasty. Incest; 
Female Homosexuality, including 
Lesbianism. Tribadism; General 
Variations, including Voyeurism, 
incest, exhibitionism, fellation and 
cunnilingus, flagellation, etc. 

A950p — $3 


Readers Guide to Sex! ! 

SHOW ME THE GOOD PARTS 

by Robert George Reisner 

Over 2000 books carefully exam¬ 
ined for the most forbidden sec¬ 
tions! Now, in one huge volume 
the "good parts” have been culled 
and classified as to kind — from 
adultery to zoophobia 1 No book too 
bold, no volume too salacious for 
inclusion in this fantastic bibliog¬ 
raphy. Page by page, this is a 
hair-raising excursion into erotic 
writing! A book too honest, too 
daring for the shy or the easily 

Shamed! A249 —$5.95 

Printed in France! 

Nude Art Photo Books 

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL 
NUDES IN EUROPE 

Each one of these exquisite imports 
is a collector's item by itself... 
printed in Full Color and Black-and- 
White, they represent the Nude, 
Female Form in every pose, every 
posture, every European position 
imaginable ... these are the MOST 
BEAUTIFUL GIRLS IN FRANCE, DEN¬ 
MARK, SWEDEN ... photographed by 
the Greatest Photographers of 
Nudes in ail Europe! Up to 40 fab¬ 
ulous pictures in each large 5x7 
books. WE OFFER THESE NUDES TO 
YOU AT FANTASTIC SAVINGS! 

107 $2.50 107a-3/$7.<X> 

107b-6/$ 12.00 107f-10/$ 18,00 


SEXUAL FEELING IN MEN 
AND WOMEN 

ky S. 1. Rally, M.D. 
The complete study of Marital Sex! 
Not only covers such subjects as. 
Sex Impulses in both Men and 
Women; Impotence, Sex Hygiene; 
Autoerotism; Sterility and Fertility, 
but also includes valuable informa¬ 
tion on: How To Enlarge the Erect 
Penis; Use of Lubricants; Men¬ 
strual Satisfaction; Manual Assist¬ 
ance to Overcome Semi-Impotence, 
illustrated' A974 —$3.50 


Formerly $10.00, Now Cloth Bond for only $3 each 


KAMA SUTRA OF 
VATSAYAYANA 

The famous Hindu Love book. De¬ 
scribes the 64 arts of lovemaking 
a woman must learn ... all in VIVID 
DETAIL. Gives men such valuable 
hints as “How to re-seduce a 
former mistress,” "How to use 
special methods for exciting sex¬ 
ual awareness in women.” A spe¬ 
cial section on HOW and with 
WHOM to perform oral lovemaking. 

Alio —$3 


MARQUIS De SADE 
his life and works 

by Or. Iwen Bloch 

A detailed study of the life and 
times of this bizarre personality, 
containing the essence of ail his 
writings, practically unknown to 
American readers before now. 

A203b—$3 


THE PERFUMED GARDEN 
of the Shaykh Nefzawi 

Translated by Sir Richard Burton 
All the love ntes... all the hidden 
sex knowledge of the Arabs dis¬ 
cussed in complete detail! Chap¬ 
ters include Sex Organs of Men $ 
Women, Medicines Which Provoke 
Abortion, Prescriptions for Increas¬ 
ing Size of Small Members . many 
more! Twenty-five love positions 
graphically detailed' A98 — $3 


Printed in France' Illustrated! 

JUSTINE OR THE 
MISFORTUNE OF VIRTUE 

de Sade —new English translation 

The descriptions of the troubles of 
Justine, the sexual excesses she 
undergoes, rapes, floggings, burn¬ 
ings, brandings and beatings she 
suffers through, are all here, wjth 
nothing left out. A686c — $3 


don't delay send now . 1 


ELGIN PRODUCTS, Dopt. DG-11 

P.O. Box 46524, Hollywood, Collf. 90046 

Please send me the following book(s) Postpaid, listed below by 
their numbers. I understand there is an absolute 10 day 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. I am over 21 years of age. 

BOOK NUMBERS: _ _ _ _ _ 


I enclose $_ □ Cash □ Check □ M.O. □ C.O.D. 

All COD'* must fra accompanied by a SI. dapeait. No C.O.D.'* out* i da USA. 


California rssidant add 4% talas tax 
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STYLE 209 

Created tor the 
T iger <n tour life 
LcoK through nylon 
gown witn reveal¬ 
ing bosom lacy bra 
♦op To catch 
I'ger .vear a tiger 
Riai k Red White 
Si 2.99 








939 TEMPTRESS. Wh.sparingly 
iheer nylon jacket provocatively 
cut trimmed m exquisite lace 
belted at the *aist Comes *nth 
matching darmg bikmi briefs 
Red white blue black or orchid 
$ 


STYLE 207 

Sheer nylon 
Baby Doll with 
revealing bust 
lacy bra top 
Barer than bare, 
titilatmg and 
e*citmg to wear 
Biar k. Red V/hite 
$9.98 


STYLE 969—THE TWIST 

Tee Go Go Go lingerie for 
Gc Gc Go g'r's who make 
the whirl (To round with 
peek - a - boo fun f'irting 
4 r i nge Matching teeny 

weeny fringe bikini. Black 
Red White Si 2.98 


V Ik 


STYLE 1903 


FREE 

CATALOGUE 

A fabulous collection of eye 
catching. breathtaking 
pulse warming boudoir play 
clothes" that dare to be 
different and dramatic, more 
feminine. bewitching and 
exquisitely beautiful than 
anything you've ever 
dreamed possible. 

Created to tease and please 
for the siren, sophisti 
cate or young at heart 
Yours free now . simpl* 
rush name and address 
(with 25< to cover postage 
and handling) 


FREE GIFT 
WITH EACH 
ORDER 


PIRST SECOND 
COLOR COLOR 
CHOICE CHOICE 


am enclosing $2 00 Send balance C.O.D 

























How to Speak and Write 
Like a College Graduate 

“It's easy,” says Don Bolander ... 

“and you don't have to go back to school!” 



u-r\ 0 you avoid the use of certain 
I J words even though you know 
perfectly well what they mean? Have you 
ever been embarrassed in front of friends 
or the people you work with, because you 
pronounced a word incorrectly ? Are you 
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver¬ 
sation with new acquaintances? Do you 
have difficulty writing a good letter or 
putting your true thoughts down on paper? 

“If so, then you're a victim of crippled 
Fni;ttsit says Don Bolander, Director of 
Career Institute. “Crippled English is a 
handicap sufTered by countless numbers of 
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite 
often they are held back in their jobs and 
their social lives because of their English. 
And yet. for one reason or another, it is 
impossible for these people to go back 
to school.” 

Is there any way, without going back 
to school, to overcome this handicap? 
Don Bolander says, “Yes!” With degrees 
from the University of Chicago and North¬ 
western University, Bolander is an author¬ 
ity on adult education. During the past 
eight years he has helped thousands of 
men and women stop making mistakes in 
English, increase their vocabularies, im¬ 
prove their writing, and become interesting 
conversationalists right in their own homes. 

BOLANDER TELLS 
HOW IT CAN BE DONE 

During a recent interview, Bolander said, 

‘ You don't have to go back to school in 
order to speak and write like a college 
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly 
and easily in the privacy of your own 
home through the Career Institute 
Method.” In his answers to the following 
questions, Bolander tells how it can be 
done. 

Question What is so important about a 
person's ability to speak and write? 

Answer People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Poor English weakens 
your self-confidence — handicaps you in 
your dealings with other people. Good 
English is absolutely necessary for get¬ 
ting ahead in business and social life. 


You can’t express your ideas fully or 
reveal your true personality without a 
sure command of good English. 

Question What do you mean by a “com¬ 
mand of English“? 

Answer A command of English means you 
can express yourself clearly and easily 
without fear of embarrassment or mak¬ 
ing mistakes. It means you can write 
well, carry on a good conversation — 
also read rapidly and remember what 
you read. Good English can help you 
throw off self-doubts that may be hold¬ 
ing you back. 

Question But isn't it necessary for a person 
tty go to school in order to gain a com¬ 
mand of good English? 

Answer . No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
— in only a few minutes each day. 

Question Is this something new? 

Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The Career Institute Method quickly 
shows you how to stop making embar¬ 
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu¬ 
lary, develop your writing ability, 
discover the “secrets” of interesting 
conversation. 

Question Does it really work? 

Answer Yes. beyond question. In my files 
there are thousands of letters, case his¬ 
tories and testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing success in their busi¬ 
ness and personal lives. 


Question Who are some of these people? 

Answer Almost anyone you can think of. 
The Career Institute Method is used by 
men and women of all ages. Some have 
attended college, others high school, 
and others only grade school. The 
method is used by business men and 
women, typists and secretaries, teachers, 
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and 
public speakers, housewives, sales 
people, accountants, foremen, writers, 
foreign-born citizens, government and 
military personnel, retired people, and 
many others. 

Question How long does it take for a per¬ 
son to gain the ability tc» speak and 
write like a college graduate, using the 
Career Institute Method? 

Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to gain a command of good 
English. Others take longer. It is up 
to you to set your own pace. In as 
little time as 15 minutes a day, you will 
see quick results. 

Question How may a person find out more 
about the Career Institute Method? 

Answer I will gladly mail a free 32-page 
booklet to anyone who is interested. 

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 

If you would like a free copy of the 32-page 
booklet. How to Gain a Command of 
Good English, just mail the ctyUpon be¬ 
low. The booklet explains how the Career 
Institute Method works and how you can 
gain the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate quickly and enjoyahly at 
home. Send coupon, card, or letter today 
to Career Institute. 5 55 E. Lens St. # 
Mundeline, Ill. salesman wtll can. 


DON BOLANDER, Career Institute. 

Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet. 
nam i___ 

STRLIr_ 

CITY ...___ 


_ZONI. 


STATE. 


If 18 or under, check here for special booklet. O 
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